Our New Journal, “THE MONSTER COMIC.” wn £$T id. SEE 29 PAGE 



Edited by CHARLES SHUREY. 


[Price One Penny. 


i 

gf 

I 



\ 

•i: 

i 

N/ 

f 

- f. 





-L 

4 



m '' i 

m m M 

fX/W - m ' /m M 




v M 


jS8®^V/ ^ - 



#- U 


v 



" I’ve only met one girl who never said nasty things about her friends 
" Dear me, Fred, who was that ?" 

“I don't know her name— she was dumb” 
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SKETCHY BITS. 


Miss Tabby’s Ghost. 

«*- 

Tm . re was an extensive prospect between Jemmie s legs, and 
be perhaps, knew it, ever trying to shut it out when he walked 
by allowing his dilapidated boot-heel almost to kiss the quite as 
unfortunate toe of its neighbour. . 

To further describe Jemmie, having started with his foot-gear, 
when the observant eye was east upward an enormous leather 
patch, set at queer angles on the posterior of a pair of corduroy 
breeches, attracted its attention. A much-washed and elaborately - 
smocked frock hung loosely from his shoulders, but failed to hide 
the leather patch on Jemmie’s nether garment, .having, with the 
Ians© of years and the aid of much wear and washing, resolved itself 
into a pendulous fringe, which obligingly divided m two portions 
when he walked abroad, allowing the leather patch the privilege 
of critical inspection by any rear- pedestrian. 

And this was all 1 saw or knew of Leather- Breeches for many a 
lone month, and as much as his neighbours were acquainted with, 
of his personality ; for the old man was bent double with age and 
the mutilated wide-awake was so drawn down over his face that 
only a toothless jaw and chin were visible when by any chance he 
arrived at a dead halt between the 44 Cross Keys " and his 


arrived at a ueau. uinu Keys and bis cottage. 

His residence, which had one habitable room and several otherwise, 
was situated in a moss-grown alley off the main street, and was 
known as “ Leather- breeches’ rag shop.” 

1 often wondered how he subsisted, and continued to do so for 
a lone time, never even knowing that he was a rag-collector until 
my landlady informed me a few weeks ago that by inadvertence 
she had slipped a pair of my inexpressibles in the rag-bag. 

“Take them out again,” said I. 

“ But Jemmie Leather-Breeches ? ave got em, she sobbed. 

I thought to comfort my landlady by announcing a swoop on 
.Jemmie for the morrow, when 1 would reclaim my own. 

“ He be an ole magpie ! ” she exclaimed ; “ nor ain’t over civil 
at. the best o' times 1 But when it comes to tailin’ ov him as any- 
think in the wide world ain’t his’n— oh, lor ! ” 

“ Never mind, I’ll settle the matter,” I said decisively, hoping 
for her speedy retreat from my room. 

“ But don’t you go a-nigli his shop, she pleaded, there be 
orful bad luck in that alley, an’ ghostisies in his cottage— ever 
since Mag Thornley were ducked for a witch in our village pond 
and drownded. That’s forty year ago ! ” 

“ Oh?” I exclaimed, sniffing romance in the atmosphere. 

“ Yes,” continued Mrs. Gudgeon, arms akimbo, “ I were about 
nineteen year old, mister, an’ remembers ow he caused the gal to 
cret drownded by sinfully ’cusiug the poor thing o’ witchery 
doings ! I puffickly recollects,” she added ; “ but never another 
word about it crosses my lips, for fear o’ Miss Tabby’s ghostisy 
a- coinin’ to me.” 

“ Sit down,” I requested, and tell me all about it. 

My coaxing was all in vain, and until, fired with curiosity, 
setting her wishes at defiance, I called upon Jemmie under the 
pretext of claiming my inexpressibles, 1 learned no more ; and 

then But I am anticipating. 

“ If you be come arter they breeches,” came in response to my 
>nock at his door, “you don’t get ’em, Mother Gudgeon. I 
b ucks to what I buys, and the law can't 'cuse me o stealm 

In response to the querulous old voice, I said I was the legiti- 
mate owner of the lost garment. ^ 

“ Then come in, an’ let us see about whose n thej r be. 

Accordingly I stepped in, to discover Jemmie crouching over 
the fire, with my trousers stretched across his knees. 

“Ripped the back-seam down,” he grumbled “to let in my 
leather patch— then I means a -wear in’ ov ’em.” 

“ Mrs Gudgeon sold them to you in mistake,” I informed him. 
“Her look out,” he sneered, adding with a grin, “ but mebbe, 
it’s Miss Tabby’s ghostisy stealin’ round to square things up a bit. 

■ Beady-eyes’ thinks it laid, but 1 doubts it — yes, 1 doubts it ! 

“Tve* never heard of Miss Tabby’s ghost,” I remarked in a 
-casual manner, hoping to lure him on to further chat. 

“ Nor you ain’t likely to !” he exclaimed. “ It be only 4 old 
Leather-Breeches,’ ‘ Beady-Eyes,’ and a gal as were drownded on 
a duckin’ stool, as ’ave to do with Miss Tabitha as was. 

“ I’d like to hear all about it,” I suggested, taking a seat. 

“ It be forty years ago ! ” he almost screamed. “It ain’t your 
concern It be best a-sleepin’, it be.” 

“No ” he added, emphatically. “ Maggie Thornley s a-waitin 
t’other side, and I be a’ waitin’ this— till Beady-Eyes gets grabbed 
bv Miss Tabby— then, poor Miss Tabby’ll be a ghostisy no longer. 
Dead Maggie's been a-watchin’ for forty year, and so’ve I, mister. 
It’s a mortal long time, mister, but us can’t die while Mother Gud- 
geon lives — not us ! ” _ , , , . 

^ “Beady-eyes? — Mother Gudgeon?” I ventured to inquire, 

«« Do you mean my landlady ?” 

“Yes Ferret’s eyes— liar’s eyes— murderin' eyes be hern !” 
he muttered, aud then, relapsing into a horrible chuckle, he 
exclaimed, “ But Mother Gudgeon ain't no wife ! She be the one 
as oucdit to ’ave bin on the duckin’-stool— and the village knows 
it_t£em as be old enough. No man ain’t dared to marry her, 
beco* her lyin’ tongue killed poor Miss Tabby. I've seen Mother 
Gudgeon every anniversary since Maggie Thornley got drownded. 
a- walkin’ by the witch-pond at midnight— mind you, every year 
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for forty year, wet or fine, on the ’wersary of Miss Tabby’s death — 
chuckin’ in a bottle of fresh water ! ” 

“ Into the pond ? ” I queried— “ whatever for ? ” 3> 

“ That ud be tellin’, and I grudges givin* the secret awaj r 1 — 

Pu llin g out my purse, I noticed a strange glitter in the old 
fellow’s eyes. As he seemed inclined to be fairly communicative, 

1 offered him half a sovereign. 

“ The lii*s t time I've fingered gold for forty year —I ve so mortal 
a hate to it ! Mebbe, Beady-eyes ’ll come to harm to-night !— it be 
a sign, this gift o’ your'n, mister !” , , _ - 

“ Well, perhaps ! ” I murmured ; “ but about the bottle ot 
water, Leather-Breeches ? ” » 

“ Oh,” he snorted, in response to my query, ^ you’d best ask 
Beady -Eyes about that ! But look ’ere, young mister, I’ll tell you 
this much. In them days as I were a young man, an the stool 
were in vogue, if the body ’cused o' witchery were drownded 
innocent, the bleef were as the ’cusin’ party were bound to die her- 
self or drown herself in the pond. Now, 5 he added, in a solemn 
voice, “it were Miss Tabby as caused Maggie Thornley to be 
ducked ; an’, soon arter Maggie were cruel-drownded, Miss Tabby ^ — * 
she died o’ the fayver. But it were Beady-Eyes as poisoned Miss 
Tabby’s ear : so the fiend sent the fayver to the wrong un. i ou 
ax Beady-Eyes the rest ; and, young mister, mix up my truth along 
ov her lies and mebbe you'll git the right end o’ the stick ! 

Then, with a sullen scowl, the old man proceeded gravely to 
fix his leather patch into the seat of my good tweed trousers. 

“ I'd as lief,” he called out, as 1 left the cottage, “ as I neecln t 
’ave stitched this’ ere patch on any more breeches to make em 
strong o’ the seat ; but Beady-Eyes ’ll last out another pair or 

two, I reckon.” . . ; A 

This, my first visit to Leather- Breeches, took place in the tore- 
noon, and so stimulated my curiosity that I mentally resolved to 
see him again in the evening. Here was a man, an actual witness 
of the witclicrafo trials of half a century ago, living in the midst 
of civilization, hugging a grievance to his breast, and one evidently 
that gnawed to his heart’s core. 

When I returned to my lodgings, I found MfST Gudgeon, 
strangely enough, filling a bottle at her back yard pump. 

“ Expecting a drought ? ” I inquired cheerily. 

“ Bless you, no ! ” sne replied. “ I’m a bottlin’ of cowslip- wine 
i- day — just rinsin’ of the last bottle, sir.’ 


to 4 — — 

I acquainted her with the fate of my trousers. 

“Ah!” she commented in a mysterious fashion — “ what s 

his’ns his’n ! ” , . „ A , n 

“ Ah ! ’ I cried, “ what’s bis own is his own. I understand. Ties 

a very queer old stick.” 

“ Been talkative ?” she asked. T 

“Yes,” assented I, “but in such a wandering fashion that i 
couldn't make head or tail ol what the old fellow said. 

“ About Miss Tabby’s ghostisy ? ” she queried sharply, placing 
the bottle on her kitchen table. 

“It was something about a cat and a ducking-stool.” 

“ Well,” she sighed, “ I be the only woman in the village as do 
know the honest "rights o’ the thing, so I may as well tell you. 

To start off, d’ve think I be as old as Leather- Breeches ? 

“ Decidedly not,” I opined, almost shuddering at the glitter in 
her eyes. “You don’t look more than forty-five, Mrs. Gudgeon. 

“Don’t I? Then I be. D’ye know as I be called 4 mother in 
the village? I be— all along of old Leather- Breeches’ nasty spite ! 

In coorse, witches never was, never will be ; but he do like to make 
folk believe as I be a witch, because I’ve got a clear skin and look 
a sight younger than most females o’ my own age. 

“ You’ll be wantin’ to be busy,” she continued, “so 1 11 tell you^^ 
straight off; but mark — it ain’t to be dotted down for a story- 
paper. It be too dreadful ! ” 

4 ‘All right,” I assented. 

“Well, forty year ago, or a bit over. Farmer Dale an his 
missus was cut off by scarlet fayver. 1 were in service in their 
house at the time, at Yewtree Farm, an' Mag Thornley were along 
with us, an’ Leather- Breeches he were the gardener. Miss Tabby, 
when her parents died, were left in a lonesome fix for a young 
gal. She did ’ave to keep the books an’ such like till her uncle 
could sell ’is farm in Blanksbire an’ take up the Yew-tree.” 

Mrs. Gudgeon then coughed a little, turning away her head. 

“It baint tlattersome to us,” she continued, “as says it of 
ourself, but I were courtin' of Jeremy Flint at the time. 

“ Leather- Breeches ? ' I asked. 

44 Yes,” said she, “an’ he were a fine, up-standin' young feller 
then. An' Mag Thornley, she were that jealous ; she put all 
manner ov obstacles atween us, she did ! She follered us up hill 
an’ down dale, as the savin’ goes, an’ playgid the very life out ov 
us both. But time come as the wicked hussy started to show^ 
sinful doings. I caught Mag one day' a-boUin* down yerbs urF 
roots an’ elder-bark, an’ birdlime, bats’ wings, fieldmauses* tails, 

an’ snails ” „ ... . 

“ Stop ! stop ! " I c ied, putting my fingers in my ears, think- 
ing Beady- Eyes would run on in the same strain for an uncon- 
scionable time ; 44 it is too horrible. She was brewing a love- 
potion, I suppose ? ” 

“ She were, and worse, as you'll hear soon. She brewed it for 
Jeremy an’ me to crost us in love, but somethink else came ov it. 
She tried it— mind ye, I watched— on the cows belongin’ to our 
dear Miss Tabby fust ov all, jest to prove whether she could be a 
witch with a ’orrid evil eye. The cows ail died, an arter that Mag 
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kid only got to stare on a cow, and it soon kicked the bucket. 
Lor bless you !’she exclaimed, “to save the sinful gal I often 
walked out along of her, gatherin’ cowslips an’ sich like — but” — 
and here the woman flung her coarse apron over her face and 
whined — “ it were no good ! The dear cows, with their sweet, 
precious, little calves, just give up the ghostisy dreckly they saw 
Mag Thornley. It were orful, 'orrible, it were ! '* 

“ Marvellously so ! ” I exclaimed, scarcely able to repress mv 
merriment at the woman’s vivid imagination. 

“It preyed on my mind to thatTlength,” she continued, “as 
brought me brain-fay ver, an* then, whiles our dear Miss Tabby 
was nussing of us, the hinformation crosted my lips. Now comes 
the orful doin s ! 3 she said in a lower tone. “ Miss Tabby give out 
as Mag Thornley ad got the evil eye, an’ the folk in the village 
ducked her to see if she be a witch or no.” 

“ How was it done ? ” I asked. 


Ole Leather-Breeches don’t go to church — he might arnser 'ye 
£hat, mister ! ” 

Remembering it was the anniversary of the affair, I resolved 
to keep a midnight vigil over the pond ; but, alas ! though I set 
my alarum-clock to rouse me at 11 . 30 , I failed to hear it, sleeping 
soundly till morning. 

* * * * * # 

A loud knocking aroused me from my slumber. A country 
yokel stood beneath my bedroom window. 

“ Old Leather-Breeches be a-dyin’, and wants you partickler, 
mister ! ” 

“ Dying ! ” I gasped, slipping into my clothes, and hastening to 
the dingy alley. 

The poor old man was stretched 6 n a heap of rags, and motioned 
me to shut the door. 



Mrs. Gudgeon 
were present during 


“ They tied Mag on a big stool, an’ pitched 5 er in the middle o’ 
the Green T*ond. Sez they : 

“ ‘If you be a witch, you’ll not sink ! If you bain’t a witch, 
you’ll drown.”’ 

I asked 
if she 

the iniquitous ordeal. 

“In eoorse I warn’t ! ” 
she retorted snappishly, “jl 
were ill abed with brain - 
fay ver, I tells you. But I 
a'most cried my life out 
when they comes an’ tells us 
that just afore evil Mag 
went under she yelled out 
that Jeremy 'Flint could 
swear to it as I put poison in 
them cow s mouths.” 

“But Jeremy was your 
sweetheart ! ” 1 exclaimed. 

“He wuz — in eoorse lie 
wuz ! ” she replied, viciously 
poking the lire ; “ but afore 
Mag drownded she’d laid 
her evil eye on him — an’ won 
him right a way from me, you 
see ! Then, of course, folk 
waited to see who were inno- 
cent — an’ poor Miss Tabby 
died through ’cusin’ of her 
wrongful ; an’ ever since 
Miss Tabby’s ghostisy rises 
on the ’versary o’ Mag's 
drowning an’ walks round 
the pond at midnight, callin’ 
for a drop o' spring-water to 
cool her tongue.” 

“And there’s no one to 
give it her ? ” I ventured to 
suggest. 

“There bain’t!” she 
snapped. “She hadn’t ought 
to use what passed my lips in 
the fay ver. She be punished, 
poor thing — a- dwellin’ in 
the bottom o’ that mucky 
pond till resurrection- 
day ! ” 

“Oh!” I ejaculated; 

“ but Leather-Breeches says 
Maggie Thornley and Miss 
Tabby were both innocent, 
and the guilty one is com- 
pelled to fling the bottle in 
every year ! ” 

“ That be an orful owda- 
cious lie!” she cried 

wrathfully. “ If it be thatwise, they’ve never caught the evil-eyed 
a-doin’ of it.” 

“ Supposing,” I argued, by way of adding to m3* brain-stock of 
old customs, “ that you did poison the cow's, and that you have 
the evil eye — flow, what would happen you, if you neglected to 
give the water to Miss Table’s ghost?” 

“ Let us think a minute,’' she murmured, “it ud be summat 
like this. Bat’s wings ud come up in every drop of onion broth I 

makes, an* mouses’ tails mix up in m3' dough — and ” 

“ Yes, 3 r es,” I interrupted. “ Perhaps you’ll see about my 
dinner now, Mrs. Gudgeon. We can chat about this some other 
time.’’ 

Evening came, but to m3’ vexation Leather- Breeches was either 
not at home or refused to take any notice of the repeated bang- 
ings with which I assailed his door. Then sauntering idly through 
the village I did all in 1113' power to loosen aged tongues about the 
affair, but got no further than the general belief that Miss Tabby’s 
ghost “ weresu re enough in the pond till Judgment Day, coz she 
got Mag Thornley drow nded for a witch when she wuzn’t one.” I 
put the poser to them, that an innocent part3* by the prescribed 
formula was compiled to drown, but got the invariable reply : 
“ Righteous good-livin’ folk don’t perfess to onriddle such doin’s. 


CAN’D. D. 

You apparently exppet me to take you euerywhere. ” 

Well , / certainly don't expect you to take anyone else." 


“ I bain’t wantin’ they breeches. o’ yourn ! ” he gasped pain 
f UII3-, “for Beady-E3*es ’ave gone down to the ghostisy at larsfc — 
yes, crood mister, at larst ! ” 

“What mean you?” I asked, a sickening dread at my 

heart. 

“Larst night,” he 
grinned, “at twelve o’ the 
clock, I hid behind the old 
stocks, an* watched. She 
come, she did, an’ I let out 
a fearsome yell as she 
pitched th’ bottle in fch’ 
middle o’ th’ pond. The 
waiter ain’t much tnore’n 
shallow,” he then whispered, 
“but she stumbled an’ fell 
in, an’ she never come out. 
They’ll find Beady^Eyes in 
the thick mud. Ay, young 
mister,” lie exclaimed glee- 
fully, “Miss Tabby’s ghostisy 
ain’t no more ! ” 

Then he ell b ick. 

. “Jeremy Flint,” l whis- 
pered in his ear, “you 
loved Maggie Thornky, did 
you ? ” 

“ B3* heaven — I did, 
mister — poor, poor cruel- • 
drownded Maggie — I be 
a-goin to her, now. I’ve 

had — 1113* ” 

“ Revenge,” he would 
doubtless have added, only 
breath was flown ere he 
could murmur the word. 

Later on, the whole 
village were putting thpir 
heads together, saying it 
was queer as tw*o “ lovyers,’* 
who had hated each other 
like poison for forty years, 
should have met their death 
on the same day. So decided 
a thing is public opinion 
in the old-world village 
where I gleaned this stor}', 
and so “ righteous, good- 
livin’** are its folks, all my 
efforts to prove that 
Leather-Breeches and 
Mother Gudgeon were 
sw T orn enemies were utterly 
useless. 

“It were Mag Thornley 
as come a tween ’em/’ they 
insisted. “Farmer Dale, /it 
the Yew Tree, knows the percise truth on it, but he be oncominhn 
deaf— it. baint no good questionin' of him ! ” 

I never made an attempt, preferring to abide by the d\ :ng 
words of poor old Leather- Breeches. 

It fell to my lot to attend two inquests, at w hich my evidence 
was completely ignored. The jury found that Elizabeth Gudgeon. 
w*as “.accidentally drowned,” and that Jeremy Flint died from 
“ natural consequences.” 

Before I left the village, I engaged a rustic who dived w r elf 
to search for a bottle in the centre of the pond. After much 
difficulty he recovered one — the very one that Beady-Eyes had 
been rinsing at her back3*ard pump. It was evidence to me that 
Jeremy Fliut had told the truth, but bore no traces of bavin . 
been uncorked to cool the tongue of Tabitha Dale's Ghost. 

The bottle is nowon m3' bedroom mantelshelf, and the wat r 
may evaporate b3* degrees. But the leather -sea ted breeches that 
I have stowed away will remind me of Maggie Thornley’s “ sweet 
lovyer ” for many a long year. 

Poor old Jeremy ! A mist creeps into my e3 r es uow r and agar 
wdien I think of the blissful meeting between himself and the* 
“ cruel- drownded one” in the world beyond. 

J. A, 
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AT LINCOLN. 

" I'm very fond of attending the opening of fiat racing, you know, dear. 

" Well, it is certainly a most appropriate place for you to be at. 

( Then he was sorry he had taken her there.) 





in Lighter Vein 



DURING THE INTERVAL. 

"/ feel sure you have brought me io this quiet nook to declare your love for me. Bertie dear, 
let me entreat you, do not, whatever you do, give way io any absurd demonstrations of affection 
before the guests.” 


( Bertie didn't— vou bet 
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The End of These .Things. 


(l A knowledge of ourselves, a faith in friends ; 

A sympathy for all things born to die.” 

— L. Blanchard. 

i.fV ^ 1 °¥ fedow ’ * should like to hear yoiu* opinion of 

Clifford s letter before I take any further steps in the matter. The 
responsibility he suggests is one that I do not care to undertake, 
yet 1 cannot well refuse, if only for ‘ old sake’s sake.’ Of course, 
be had a certain claim upon me in the past, but since he accepted 
this foreign appointment we have not kept in touch ; in fact, I 
have not heard from him for years. He evidently read my last 
aiticle in the journal and seems determined, in spite of the 
objections I urged therein, to place his wife under mv charge. 
But read his letter, and then you will know as much as I do for The 
pi cleric • 

“ Villa Castiglione, Florence, 

<« r* T . “July 28th, 1802. 

vnn , Dl ’p R . 0LI) Di-'xan,— \\ hat an age since it is I Last wrote 
}ou But as I pen your name thoughts of the old days— happy 

ri C llf yS “f°T C1 ? 1 W( ? in r into memory, bringing with thorn 
n ? fc a .^" J tba k tkose good times may not come ao-ain. 

-IN early eighteen years have passed since we 4 chummed 3 it to- 
lU B1 °°™ sbur y> and Respite my journeyings to and from 
«?& C01,ntry I T ha , ve missed you each time. Why, 1 wonder" 

Of course I have frequently heard of you and the new 
departure (you have made in your profession. For my own part I 
must confess to have always felt a sneaking regard for and’ belief 
m the curative properties, of animal magnetism and kindred 
sciences, and your recent masterly article on the subject in one of 
h. scientific monthlies struck me as especially well written and to 
id<LT° lnfc > ancI mafle me a- thorough ’vert to your new scientilic 

, “ l OU 1 su ^ esfc , hypnotism can be made a remedial agent 
of such high value, more especially where heart and lung affections 
lender the employment of anaesthetics dangerous, a wide field of 
usefulness undoubtedly lies before you. You may smile at this 
^ Dt f c Preamble, and wonder when I am coming to the real sub- 

my t loii^si]ence r ’ *° T tbere must be » y° u will say, after 

ductionTs^is mafeter ’ ^ the above is but an intro- 

“I am fgoing to ask a favour of you— a favour that may, per- 
bore^ ’ oi* P \n!r/e >lir pl&ns and cause you to vote me an unmitigated 

p. rere ! wn l « hos mo at oils. Your good friend, old Dr. 

Desmond, no doubt told you, when he rejoined you after his brief 
sojourn m Florence last year, that I had married Queenie Poulton 
y ou knoM the family. For some months now my dear wife ha*; 
nni U under * ihe , Physicians’ care. But the local medicos, either do 
not understand her ease, or keep it hanging about, for selfish 
motives, as they seem unable to do anything for her trouble 
except the constant use of anaesthetics, which I feel assured arc 
gradually doing her more harm than good. arC 

nrl V A " English doctor who happened to be visiting here has 
of electdc baths ^ Chate Tetmn t0 En « lan(1 » with a systematic course 
unfortunately compelled to remain here for at least some 
£ *1* l nn lxV ? h 1 i La / e ;lsked for a holida y- As Queenie must 

tlm famflv W? de ? ded f fco send ber in t cha ^ of an old servau t of 
le famih . but to whom to send her has been a great worry to 

name ! n . that raedical Journal recalled the fact of 
f ? eSmen ? m being yoiir s P ep «alitc. Will you relieve mv 
gie h fc anx,ety ? Tak 'o charge of her, get her comfort- 

tn l lrt btled n f ar , town ; take carfe bIanche *n this matter, old man : 
ln fock* consider her }’our special charge. 

veur »niin«n«/ rie,, ?T h i il> v 1 th !. pasl ; S* ves me every confidence in 
l Wl T tht r; P lac "ig her in your hands 
for her g thftt — 1 humanly speaking— mortal skill can effect 

i . ^ v ' iii» upon receipt of a wire fioin you acceDtine 1 the trust 

let you know fully time of arrival, etc. P g the tiust, 

anxiety! “ 8 h<Sar fr ° m y ° U at ° l,Ce ’ to relieve m . v terrible 

“ And believe me to be, 

“ Yours, as of old, 

“Tom Clifford.’’ 

. „.V r - Desmond read and re-read the letter, and yet gave no sir,, - 

f b u U ,V„ e r n "A ack m >1S j halr he olosed his eyes, and seemed wish- 
ful to forget his surroundings entirely. 

. f S ?“ e ten minutes or so passed this silently, then ronsing him- 

finger" med,totlvel J' rolIed a eigarette between his long Vh“ e 

, To Duncan this silence was becoming oppressive, and he laid 
and said e : Unbghted c, " arette " hich Dr. Desmond had handed him, 

“ Desmond, you know now, and have known for years the 
ngmgs I have felt for a really fair trial of my powers • but you 

■rr mneTT 8 cont,ended that the things of this world would prove 
fro much for me; that the sensual was yet too dominant in my 

C -- n--_* - r - nrl) 


nature for these eyes to pierce the veil which hides the Great 

™Hr,,,llT„ a S0 t0 d ? e tha , t . 1 mi K ht attain what I desired if I 
could only have a sensitive subject sufficiently under control.” 

- . Duncan, dear friend-ay, more than friend, son !— why ier- 
- , "M hls mtense d «trre_ for occult wisdom when you know so 
ell that your uncontrolled human passions, however tight a rein 

suer^s* V a eep Up0n them ’ " i 11 al "' ays bar the way to a complete 
seek to 1“ “ ake 6 positively dangerous for vou to 

Secret ?’ te th charmed clrcle > to gain possession of the Great 

ca..ll W l! y d ° 1 Persist in my desire?” repeated Sinclair. “ Be- 
ffir ethUlg Wlth,n “ e ur S e3 me on— on towards the hidden, 
f a k unknown ; a something that bids me imperatively to <ro 

& d « ap °. SltlVet m rS r t t0 , read Painty the riddles of 'life and 
mp T h fa Sometimes, old friend, when this magnetic influence is on 
l feel almost beside myself by the consciousness of my mighty 
^ tb,s marvellous force which cornels even nature to dis-- 
clobe her inmost secrets. 1 

yf s \ said E)r : Desmond. “ Mesmerism is undoubtedly an 
f f GVei ; f gain -t "‘ hlch nothing apparently can stand. ‘You 
haNe foitunately or unfortunately remains to be proved— tlm 
fc g \ P °r r *v , Heaven g r “t that you may rightly use it, 

wh “" i— 

Still do , not bebe '; e you would do so consciously. 

Hf! T i h P°. S3lblht J' 3b ould be kept in mind. For health and 
l fe ’ Jjjdy aspirations, and desires may be transmitted by a 
hypnotist who is pure in heart and thought, so also is there a 
1 fin f° Slde t0 t le P lctare - The germs of good or evil may have 
f, f / -y ears “"suspected. But they are there. The mesmeric 
rc ipP° a calls ^em into activity for good or evil, and these like- 
wise may be transmitted.” 8 ’ e llke 

no .Jpfi'.T Say th ! S t° frighten me, old friend? Surely there is 
myself and cSt vHe r Possibilities in connection with 

‘‘ ? an ? ai i* f n rg A Ve m u ; but > ou must Permit an old man— one 
who has had all these battles to tight before vou were tom— to 
advise you. Forgive me if I seem doubtful of your strength - I 

knowthTn 1 t0 • , r Vw r f . believe you to be true of hearth and I 
know that Queeme ( lifford is as pure as she is beauti ul. Only 

Sr 1 ' d esires pure, then your influence o\ er her must be of 

cured.” aU< y ° U W1 1 haVe fc ie JOy 0f restorin S her to her husband 

Duncan Sinclair did not answer his old friend. He left 
his seat and walked restlessly up and down the room, his mind 
h^ turned^ ^ agltatlng and coufli eting emotions. Then suddenly 

T hnv^vf^ h A’ “A bafc . kind of Romanis Queenie Cliflord? 

1 ii.x\ e but a very faint recollection of her.” 

“ A woman in a thousand ! ” 

“ Does Tom love her, do you think ? ” 

match 10 * 6 f0 “ dIy ’ 1 belie v e - In fact, it is a thorough love- 

Then there was silence again. Presently Sinclair spoke. 
Desmond, will you relieve me of part of my charge? Will 
jou, who know her so well, meet her at Dover and seeher safe’ 
i ll' Pm, ’? r "n tbe ,. best wa y possible for what is to follow. You 

i,'iiflf f »m b y re , r e . me if - you wiU do this. You know how 
gieath l am pressed for time just now.” 

Z lU J° adtbat you squire,” replied the doctor as he pre- 
naied to leave the apartment. Then a thought seemed to strike 
him, for he walked slowly back to bis seat. “ You have no mis 
giving, Duncan, as to results, eh ? ” • 3 

somtwlm n L fl sGly fl °° ded ^ ^ ° f th ° y ° Unger man as he ,e I )llcd 

“I*™ ' S i auy P? wer !" me ‘' ,ueenie Clifford shall he cured- 
She shall be released from her painful bondage.’ - 

* * ° * * 

“ A woman’s soul 

Most soft, yet strong.” 

— C. Kingsley. 

lw.Aif W k et ’ Seri0U3 ’ win , n >ng face, to which the traces of pain, 
bravely borne, gave a pathetic dignity. p ” 

was something in the curves of the ripe, red lips inexnres- 

evJs Y aW t l Ch i 1, I g> Wlul8 l t tbe “ shir- like som>ws ” of fig?™ 
eyes appealed to one s highest feelings. & * y 

“ 1 b °P e y° u wiU cure me, Dr. Sinclair. Tom has often spoken 
,°“ e "f-ycar wonderful power, and how clever vou are. Oh. 1 do 
hope you will do me good, for his sake.” 

UP,,' \l am "°" lide " of success, dear Mrs. Clifford ; but I shall want 
that wilT'iri 16 F ,m P llclt fa'tb in every means I may employ, 
foriou." g ° ng WUy t0 «'ards effecting what we all desire, _ 

latelv 0 ™ f am^ll S pf f e ^n ng ° f mtsmerism ! 1 ba ' - e read iT^T 
lately so lam full of faith m your power to relieve me.” 

train and I r^lT lth0 «fT arnUlg i* ,e sweet faee became drawn with 
pain, and the beautiful eyes sufhtsed with tears. 

calm d^h5e| 0 iTiiTr, a pf e r| den ^ y f eXarUC i a ^' l,g ’ and Sinc| a b- - "'"b the 
same H pp H 1 ? f tLe l ,rofe ssional man took her hand, at the 
f h g b ' S S* ze U P°" her and concentrating his will 
I ower and trying the effect of mesmeric passes. 

For some little time no effect whatever was perceptible, then 

-yin -^rr-r-p f’OT.JT^ ” 


tat. i:::t 
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slowly, very slowly she sank back on her couch restfully and 
evidently eased. 

“Don’t be worried, Tom, dear,” she whispered as she lost 
unconsciousness. 

“ Poor girl,’ said Dr. Desmond. “She evidently imagines her 
husband is by her side, ilow fondly she must love him.” 

* * * * * * 

Three months later. It was evening, when all the heat and 
turmoil of the day was over, and the full-faced moon poured her 
silver glory down over the earth with tranquil radiance. 

It was after dinner, and Duncan Sinclair was seated alone in 
his study, immersed in’ thought. 

There was a step outside his room ; it came nearer. He rose 
and opened the door. 

Queenie Clifford was there. 

te>he walked as one asleep, as one in a dream. He saw that she 
was in pain. Her face was deathly white. 

4f You are in pain ? ” he said. 

“ 1 am in great agony,” she replied, 
she said, with a pathetic 
little smile, as she sank 
into a lounge by the 
window. 

Without a word, the 
physician paramount 
over everything, he 
stood over her and be- 
gan the passes — passes 
that so easily brought 
■ease and comfort to the 
pain- wrung form before 
him. % 

“ Tell me w hen you 
feel less pain,” he said 
very quietly, “then I 
will cease, and j’ou will 
be able to have a little 
quiet sleep.” 

Presently she smiled. 

“The pain has quite 
gone now,” and closing 
her eyes she was soon 
sleeping peacefully. 

There was no fear, no 
care in her face. Her 
lips had regained their 
full tender curves, and 
her cheeks once more 
showed their delicate 
rosebud tint. 

Sinclair’s heart 
•swelled with conscious 
pride. 

* * * 

He had brought her 
ease. But his heart 
beat) furiously, and he 
moved away from the 
lounge vainly trying 
to crush back the 
human impulse which 
would not allow him 
to gaze at that fair 
woman’s classic form 
without emotion. 

Why was this .’ 

“ Was this the stoic 
calm, the passionless 
indifference of the 
philosopher ? Was this 
his boasted chivalry ? ” 

Again he returned 
towards her. How per- 
fect, how exquisite the 
curves of her rounded figure, the warm, soft cheek he longed 
to — kiss. Ay, kiss it ! 

Queenie ! lit name for such a regal creature. Queenie ! sw’eet 
word. Oh ! that he might speak it aloud. He must ! he will ! 

“ Queenie ! ” 

Her sweet lips seemed to move, responsive to his call. 

“ Ah, my darling,” he cried, forgetting friends, honour — every- 
thing in the heat of his mad passion, “you are mine — mine! 
Fate gives you to me. You are mine by right of conquest.” 

She had raised her face, and smiled on him. His breath came 
quickly, and he slipped to the floor beside the lounge, and kneeled 
by her side, his face close — as though drawn by some strange 
magnetism— to hers. 

At Queenie, I love you ! ” 

And their lips met in a passionate caress and part. 

“ Queenie, tell me : do you love me?” 

She whis|>ered : “ When 1 am with you I am very happy, 
and all my suffering of body and mind leave me. You seem my 
master.” 

Presently, however, she fixes her eyes upon him, her whole face 
transfigured ; then sobs shook her voice. 


This was the moment for which Sinclair had longed, but 
hardly dared to hope for — the moment when Tom Clifford should 
become a shadow to his wife, and he, Duncan Sinclair, the living 
reality. Then, when victory seemed secure, the enemy came in 
like a Hood. 

For the first time Queenie Clifford appeared to realise their 
situation, and covering her face with her hands she sobbed out her 
anguish. 

“ Tom ! Tom ! come to me ! Oh, come in heaven’s name, and 
1 break the spell that is on me, and make me your own true wife 
once more ! ” 

Sinclair, startled by her impassioned outburst, rose, almost 
expecting her prayer would be answered, and looked nervously 
round ; but the room w r as as it had been, only darker, for the light 
was fast fading. 

Pale and exhausted, with wide open, unseeing eyes, she at length 
sank back into unconsciousness. 

The silence was undisturbed for some minutes ; when a step 
outside roused her, and with a long shriek of horror, as though she 

had been a dead woman 
recalled to life, she 
started from the lounge 
and walked towards the 
door. 

The magnetic influ- 
encc was broken, the 
sightless look was 
gone. 

“ Tom I ” she cried, 
“I have been dream- 
ing. Now I am awake ! 
I love you, and j t ou 
only ! Husband, come 
tome!” 

Her shrill voice re- 
echoed through the 
house, then as it died 
away into silence she 
looked round as one 
suddenly aroused from 
sleep, as one uncertain 
of their way through 
the darkness. 

She stood thus, 

blindly groping, when 
suddenly the door 
opened and her husband 
clasped her in his arms, 
as he cried, “My queen, 
I have come to you ! ” 
For one brief 
moment they stood 

thus, locked in each 
other’s arms in a fond 
embrace, heart to 
heart; then her clasp 
became w T eak, weaker, 
and then relaxing alto- 
gether she would have 
fallen, had not loving 
arms supported her to 
the lounge. 

Looking into the 
dear face for an ex- 
planation, though no 
explanation was needed 
now, the tiny reddish 
stream issuing from the 
silent lips tola only too 
well all that his faithful 
heart would ever need 
to know. F. A. W. 


A Severe Test of Faith. 

.First THEOSOrrnsT: “This settles it; I resign from the 
society.” 

Second Theosophist : “ What’s the matter ? ” 

First Theosophist : “ Why, one of my tenants has gone off 
without paying his rent, and left a note saying he would try to 
stjuare up with me at some future existence. 

* * * 

The Dutiful Husband. 

He’s living now somewhere up in the stars, 

And never again will he tease her. 

At Christmas she bought him a box of cigars, 

And he smoked a couple to please her. 


%* If any of onr readers have an idea for an invention, they 
would do well to seek the advice of our Patent Editor. All com- 
munications should be addressed to the Patent Editor of Sketchy 
Bits, Caxton House, Gough Square, Fleet Street ; and a stamped 
addressed envelope enclosed for reply. 


“ You will take it away, 



Fond Uncle (unaware that he Is looking at his nephew's bills ) : “ You seem to be sought 
after a good deal , George, my bog ? " 

George (who has been going it) : “ Yes, by Jove! I'm in very great request just now, I 
can assure you, uncle. ' 


With Plate id. See page 29. 
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SOLD AGAIN ! 

Mary Jane to Sarah Jane ( after crossing muddy road); “Well, I’m blowed 1 blest if it ain't 
only a bloomin’ poster after all.” 





f 



TOO Ml T CH FOR HIM. 


"/ 'hiked' it to Windsor and back yesterday with Mr. Spindleshanks ; 
move this morning.” 

" How's that — got knocked down?” 

‘‘No, knocked up!” 


he's in bed, unable to 
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Winners of the Victoria Cross. 

No. XIX. — LIEUT. GERALD GRAHAM, V.C., Royal 
Engineers, Crimea, 18th June, 1855 (*w General Sir 
Gerald Graham, K.C.B., G.C.M.G.) 

Iv my ninth sketch I gave a brief account of the episwde 
which won for this gallant soldier the distinction of the V ictoria 
Cross Itwas whence was a mere youth of twenty-four that he 

Redam fclK 

ISSUES' ^S35S S “he distance of J. 

Pe tut V tUs“s d a° long while ago, and people begin to forget the 
Crimea, with all its horrors and its records of heroism and self- 

Graham ot of IWUk. »>“' ltl “ 

^TSS’SSJSto. Mk I WM le ngth 
mv earlier sketches, followed quickly on the bombardment and 
capture of llexa'ulna. The force detailed for tins service was 
uiuler the command of ( General < iraham, and was composed of the 
Duke of Cornwall’s and the York and Lancaster regiments, some 
hundreds of the Royal Marine Artillery, some detachments of the 
4 th and 7th Dragoon Guards— only a little over fifty— scarcely eig i v 
mounted infantry, and two guns of the Royal Hor^ ArtiUery 
whole force did not exceed a thousand men of all ai ms, against a very 
h,a,e force Of E °vptians. One day was allowed for rest, and then, 
on the monhngSf August -2Xth, 188’->. the Egyptians tried to turn 
theridge behind which General Graham had posted his right wing. 

Two of their heavy guns were brought up on railway trucks to 
within 4,0<>U yards of the British troops, and it is unquestionable 
that, had their artillery been better served, our losses would have 
been very severe. They did not for some reason or another, how- 
ever nereist in the assault on this side : but about half-past four 
they began a most resolute attack, endeavouring to overlap the 

English teft jtont- g had twe , ve guDS) which were se^;ed welL and 

the position of the British began to be senous-fcheir two wings 
bein? separated by the canal. However, General Uraham s skill 
was aided by his good fortune. He communicated by heliograph 
to General Drury Lowe, and obtained quickly the reinforcements 
of which he wa* in need. In need truly, for the ammunition of 
the 13-pounders was quite exhausted. The new arrivals rame up 
lint in time to entraee the enemy s skirmishers, as the York and 
Lancaster regimeift were deploying to meet the enemy s attack 
and as luck would have it the Royal Marine Artillery were able at 
this critical juncture to make use of the Krupp gun which they 
i,od cantured a day or so before at Mahramaan. ... , . 

The 1 Egyptians, undismayed, pressed on determinedly, and ui 
the face of a heavy lire from the mounted infantry and dis 
mounted Dragoons threw two or three detachments across the 

‘’"Darkness was coming on but the fate of the day «« to ^be 
nuicklv settled. Sir Baker Russell came hurrying up with the 
Household Cavalry, 7th Dragoon Guards, and Horse Artillery , 
•md suddenly bursting from behind the ridge, they rushed head- 
long upon the Egyptian batteries, sweeping through themfantry 
ancf cavalry which supported them, and throwuig ie w ' . 

into confusion. General Graham, although quite ignorant of 
what was goteg on at this point, found it impossible to remain 
inactive, and he gave an order for a annnltaneous advance alo g 
the whole line. The Egyptians broke and fled, 
nursued for hours in the darkness by our troops. 

P X.,, aftor a s, ig ht pause, came Tel-el-Kebir, where Gerald 

Graham was again to the fore. . .. . . 

To describe this battle fully again would be only repetition, 
but I allude to it because Graham had the honour of £ 
tinguished part in this battle, which really ended the mathemati 
cally-arranged campaign of Sir Garnet W olseley. , , , 

It was the Highland Brigade on the right and Graham s on the 
left which stole forth that morning m the dense darkness towaU 
the Egyptian embankments. “ Sir Garnet Wolseley, knowing the 
value of a sudden surprise, ordered that there was to be no pre- 
liminary fire. The shadows of the night were to be trusted to veil 
the advance. It was even said that the men were ordered not to 
load their rifles, but to close with the foe and decide the battle 
with the bayonet. But this, of course, in view of subsequent 
events could not be true. The ruse was successful. On both 
flanks the British force advanced within a very s . hor f fc f 
the enemy before they were perceived. Dawn, in fact, vivas just, 
breaking when some live hundred yards in front of Egyptian 
left a ridge liecame suddenly covered with objects black 
against the pale light. It was Graham’s brigade advancing to 

the The' silence of the dawn was awakened by a single shot 
from the Egyptian lines, and then from every point blare forth 
tb,. roar of rifle and cannon. But this was precipitate, for they 
bad not yet seen the main body of the British in the plan, e on . 
Presently with a loud cheer the British boys buret upon < tl e foe 
and were met by them with a perfect bail of Tbullc t The 
Egyptians at first showed a brave front, clustering 

Our Grand New Journal, 


masses on the parapets and swarming down the slopes into the 
trenches, where hundreds of them lay down and bred » 
advancing brigade. Our soldiers were all very jonng , Aiut they 
exhibited the most perfect steadiness, and when they f *“>"*£* 
trenches they leaped right into the middle of the 
How they close 1 with butt and bayonet and tortured 
the trenches; how the bigger fort behind was stormed ; how the 

whole of the redoubts and entrenchmente were in a cpmrtor of . 

hour in the hands of the British : how the Epptian hi dnv was 
completely broken up ; bow the Indian Lancers behave , . 

Cairo was reached in triumph and Arabi 1 as a a I ■ jj 
are matters of history which 1 have described before. ‘ 

the stern work of this day, and its glorious ending, < eneral 
( iraham was to the fore : and he and Alison were the , oflireis J. ho 
were cheered by the troops after the battle. Ikaveafrea yg 
—as I have mentioned— a short account of the e P. ^ 

which won him his Y.C. ; bat in the case of such a man, it w^ 
only right to speak of his after-doings. He 13 s * * Frrl n f 

brave and ready, and his name will no doubt be soon .heard ° f 

again.* 


(Grant’s Brit 1.1, T. E. Toomey's Heroes of fhe TMoriaCro,-, D. H- 

Parry’s Britain « Boll of Glory , etc., etc. 

The Work Problem. 

“ I don't know which it is that tires 
A weary mortal most ; the "work 
He really does for them as hires, 

Or what he dodges ’round to shirk. 

* * * 

Proof Positive. 

She: “Do you think Miss Sweeter is so strikingly haniUome^ 

He : “1 know it. AU the other women put ui their time pick- 
ing her to pieces.” 

* * * 

For His Health. 

Willis : “ Yes, I've just got back from a fishing trip. ’ 

IV allace : “ Did you go for your health . 

“ I suppose so. I didn’t catch any fish. 

* * * 

Naval Engagement. 

He • “I don’t suppose you ever saw a naval engagement ? 

She : “ Oh, yes, I have. My sister was engaged to be married 
to a lieutenant in the navy once.” 

* * * 

He Needs a Change. 

“Why is it that Bumply thinks thab we are a race of 

d ° g “ n ^c«se”he lives alone, and spends his time in self-com- 
muni on.” 

* * * 

Trial of an Artist. 

Sympathising Friend : I am awfully sorry to hear that your 

don’t mind disclosing the secret to you , I 
know von will keep it. The fact ie I am colour-blind by gaslight, 
and I painted a group of green trees, thinking all the time that I 
was using pure red.’ 

* * * 

Vacation Joys. 

UroctRDSON: “ You and your family spent the summer on 
your fruit farm this year, did you ? What did « 

* Atom : “ One case of strawberries and six cases of malaria. 

* * * 

He Was in the Swim. 

She: “ Did your friend get any foreign "decorations while 

abroad.. ^ , g e g 0 ^ a re( j n ose in Faris and a black eye in 

London . if 

* * * 

Bargain Hunting. 

Mrs. Hunter : “ I’ve been in town aU the afternoon and feel 

aWf Mi\ Hunter : “ Undoubtedly, my dear ; you do look rather- 
shop- worn.” 

1 * * * 

Handicapped. 

‘ ‘ ^er^atifity 6 i^having so many talents that you can’t get time 
to make a living with any of them.’ 1 

-NOTICE TO CONTRIBUTORS. 

The Editor of “SKETCHY BITS” will not guarantee the return 
of any MSS. or Sketches sent on approval, but he wul use his best, 
endeavours where stamps are forwarded for the purpose. 

“THE MONSTER COMIC,” 
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Footlight Notes. 

Miss Nellie Farren. 

Tire 17th of March has for ages been memorable in the annals 
of these isles, and pregnant with events of a more or less stirring 
•character. Honoured as the feast of St. Patrick, every “ broth of 
of a boy throughout the civilised world considers the day conse- 
nted to the memory of the grand ould gentleman who banished 
all the sarpints from Ireland as a fitting occasion to indulge in 
mirth and whisky, and, if in a refractory mood, to invite alT and 
sundry to tread on the tail of his coat. The pugnacious element 
lias almost entirely disappeared, and on Thursday next the unsus- 
pecting Saxon will adorn his buttonhole with a sprig of carefully- 
trimmed clover, foisted upon him by the unscrupulous hawker, 
with the same amount of pride as the wily Hibernian who has 
had his supply of the national emblem imported direct from the 
Emerald Isle. 

St. Patrick’s Day is now regarded as the annual re- union which 
helps to cement the good feeling existing between ourselves and 
the sister isle ; and what day could be more happily selected to 
pay the playgoers’ 

tribute to the high _ _____ 

priestess of mirth, who, 
regardless of nation or 
party, reigns supreme 
in the hearts of all? 

On Thursday after- 
noon an audience will 
be gathered within the 
walls of the National 
Theatre as brilliant as 
any ever previously 
assembled there. The 
demand for seats ha^ 
even exceeded all ex- 
pectations, and hun- 
dreds who would have 
desired to witness the 
benefit |>erformance for 
“ our Nellie” will have 
to content themselves 
by reading the accounts 
published in Friday 
morning’s papers. The 
newspaper paragraphs, 
as well as the usual 
methods of advertising, 
have made that portion 
of the public lucky 
enough to secure seats 
acquainted with the 
dramatic feast in store. 

The entire list of attrac- 
tions would re<) u ire 
more space to detail 
than is at my disposal, 
but particular interest 
will be centred round 
Sir Henry Irving’s 
recitation, “The Dream 
of Eugene Aram,” the 
mad scene from Hamlet, 
introducing Miss Ellen 
Terry as Ophelia, and 
Miss Genevieve Ward 
as the Queen. Trial 
by Jury will have quite 
a wonderful caste, 
while the subordinate 
parts of the members of 


Tt' Jj k A/ //V, and singing all the original classic music. Miss 
barrens earlier successes have been almost obliterated by 
the brilliancy of her later triumphs. Yet many old playgoers 
can remember the distinct mark she made as Lydia Languish! was 
exquisitely human as Nan in Good For Nothin y, and drew tears 
from the audience by her pathetic portrayal of Jo, and again as 
the luckless bmike in Nicholas Xickleby. Her Sam Willoughby in 
the 7 ‘‘d-et-oj-Leare Man has never been surpassed. When Mr. 
Holhngshead transformed the Strand Music Hall into the Gaiety 
Theatre, and established the home of burlesque, Miss Patty 
Josephs was retained for burlesque lead, Miss Farren being 
engaged tor comedy parts. But when the former lady left, “ our 
. . e was chosen to succeed her, and has since been the leading 
spirit m some thirty or forty productions. Until within a f 3 w 
years ago, when illness cut short her brilliant career, she was wont to 
sing and dance with all her old dash and soirit, and during her 
Australian tour played cricket with all the healthful vigour of a 
school girl A double page illustration, showing Miss Farren in 
some of her favourite characters, published in this issue of 
bivETCHY Bits, will form a pleasing souvenir of an important 
occasion. 1 


No 


FEASIBLE. 


warTbeheaJSi ^/Tw ? " ™ S<W W " U ^ Grey ' ras 
" Yes ; because she couldn't jolly well help it/’ 


Reason to Hang 
Back. 

“Come 'and take 
lunch with me to-day,” 
said one business man 
to another. 

“ I can’t. I’ve an 
appointment.” 

“ Can’t you break 
it?” 

“ No ; a man has 
promised to come to 
ray office between one 
and two, and pay me 
some'money.” 

‘ * Oh ; then that’s 
all right. I’ll order the 
lunch all the same. He 
won’t come.” 


Wanted a Life 
Term. 

A yoctno man in 
the Treasury depart- 
ment, who took an 
examination recently 
for promotion, ran up 
against a curious 
question, but was 
equal to the occasion, 
and his ready reply 
will doubtless stand, 
him in good stead 
when his average is 
made up. The question 
asked was this : 
m “ How long do you 
expect to remain in the 
Civil Service?” 

“ Until death do 
us part,” was the 
reply, unhesitatingly 


written down.’ 


the jury and the bridesmaids will be sustained by leading members 
the profession ; and amongst the lady visitors in court will be 
recognised Lady Bancroft, Miss Lydia Thompson, Miss Kate 
bantley, Miss Constance Loseby, and many other public favourites 
How seen on the stage. After the scene from The Babe* in 
the H ood, Miss Ellaline Terriss as Fairy Queen will introduce the 
nai lequinade, in which about forty prominent members of the 

F° n . Wlll n P iP^ r * At Ch ? conclusion of the performance 
‘ . s barren will hold a reception, and receive the hearty con- 
gratulations of her friends. Although Miss Farren lias long been 
legarded as the pet of the Gaiety boys, her success all over the 
lngdom and in Australia and America has just been as 
emphatic as in London. 

, F T£": 11 who 'V bhe dan g hfcer Henry Farren, and grand- 

daughter of William iarren the elder, was bom in Lancashire, 
and at the early age of seven years made her debid at the old 
V ictoria Theatre, now a temperance concert hall, playing Genie of 
the Ring in Dick Whittington. Her juvenile experience had a short 
duration, as she was soon afterwards withdrawn from public life 
in order to be educated. In 18<>4, her schooldays over, Miss Farren 
made her reappearance on the stage at the Olvrapie Theatre 

hl d IiA he mana ? eme " fc Mr. Horace Wigan. Here she confined 
herself to comedy rdle;, having, in fact, no aspirations for bur- 
lesque. Once she appeared in Shakespeare, playing the clown in 


“ They are making a 

. . . . „ great fuss in the papers 

about horseless carriages,” said one papa to another, who met 
while wheeling their babies. 


chuckled the other as 
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Just as if they were something new ! 
the two men separated. 

* * * 

Her Preference. 

“ You say you’d give your life for me ? ” 

Her voice was all a-quaver, 

“ I’d rather that you would,” said she, 

“ Insure it in my favour.” 

* * * 

Explaining It To Him. 

“ Am I ever to have my way about anything? ” 

“Of course ! You can have your way when your way is 
the same as my way ; but when our ways are diilerent, then I’ll 
have my way.” 

* * * 

A Sufficient Reason. 

BrLLCLARK; : “Come and dine with me to-morrow night, old boy ” 
Shippeuclark (doubtfully) : “ At your boarding-house ? ” 
Billclark (hotly) : “ I asked you to dine, didn't* I ? ” 


He: 

She : 
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A MAN OF HIS WORD. 

„ , Advocate : “Now, let me earnestly beg you to come up to the hall on Wednesday evening , 

a/)tf //ear Mr. Waterhead lecture on the influence of alcohol on the human frame." 

Bill: “Ah! now, anythink like that I do enjoy; but yer see. guv’ nor. it’s like this. The ‘Grafting 
Harmes as just been done up, and there’s goin ' to be free drinks on We'nsday night, an’ I promised 
the landlord that whoever disappointed im. I’d be there l" re, h 
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©ne (Butnea pri3e 

will be given for the BEST ORIGINAL STORY sent in to 
Sketchy Bits. It must be exciting, and contain not more than 
from 1,600 to 1,800 words. In every case the MS. must be 
accompanied with the contributor’s w ritten authority for the 
right of production. See notice to Contributors, on page 10. 


The following declaration is to be sent in with MS. : 

Name of Story - -~r ------ 

I hereby guarantee that the story named above is entirely my own 
composition , and has never appeared in any Journal or Book, before. 

Name of sender 

Address of ditto 

Date 


©ur fl>d3e Story. 

We have decided that the Story, “ The Riving of an Oak,” is • 
the best sent in this week, and we have accordingly forwarded 
One Guinea to the author, William Coxspeare, c/o Mr. Dan 
Ward, 3, Bridge Street, Leigh, Lancashire. 


The Riving of an Oak. 


“ Colin, will this grievance ever cease to trouble me ? 55 
“If you were referring to the rain, mother mine, it is already 
on the point of ceasing ; and I firmly and fully believe that it is 
suspending its invaluable work expressly to oblige you.” 

“But the rain is not my grievance. I am not aware that I 
particularly wish it to stop ! ” 

“Then the tearful element must have misconstrued your 
wishes, for it has this instant terminated its necessary but 
decidedly unpleasant career. I hope you will not be so unjust as 
to accuse the rain of being uncourteous, for when it decided to 
conclude its recent performance it was undoubtedly under the 
impression that you wished it to do so.” 

‘ Laughing gaily, handsome Colin Chalmers turned from the 
window through which he had been viewing the dismal scene 
without, and crossed the prettily- furnished room to the fireplace, 
where he took up his position on the hearthrug, with his feet wide 
apart, his hands thrust down into the uttermost depths of his 
trousers pockets, and a good-humoured smile playing about his 
prepossessing countenance, and twinkling in his merry blue 
eyes, which looked mischievously down at the matronly figure of 
Mrs. Chalmers, who, comfortably seated in the recesses of an 
extensive armchair, was engaged upon an intricate piece of many- 
coloured needlework. 

“You know perfectly well, ” she said, plying her needles with 
increased rapidity, “that the rain never entered ray thoughts. 
My grievance concerns yourself, or rather, your position !” 

“ My position ! ” Colin echoed, with most ludicrous mock 
dignity, as he took his hands -out of his pockets and allowed his 
feet to come within a reasonable distance of each other. “ Things 
have come to a pretty pass, when I cannot adopt an easy attitude 
without being told that my position grieves you. You mean to 
insinuate, I suppose, that the attitude was lacking in grace ?” 

“ l meant to say, Colin, that my grievance concerns your 
position as master of Beech Dene. Comparatively speaking, I am 
earing the end of my earthly journey ; and you know full well 
ow fervently I hope to see you marry ere I am called away.” 

“ Mater, to give you a moment’s pleasure I would willingly 
fall into a ditch, or into a horsepond. or into anything else that I 
could fall into with reasonable comfort ; but when you ask me to 
fall in love — well, I think you are too vindictive.” 

“ I regret that the joys of matrimony impress you so un- 
favourably.” She tried hard not to smile, but the result was a 
miserable failure. “Of course,” she added more seriously, “I 
would not have you marry where you do not love.” 

“ And observation and experience, chiefty experience ” — with a 
wiiked smile — “have doubtless convinced you that a man cannot 
fall in love when he pleases. Cupid has a nasty habit of hurling 
his shafts when one is least expecting them. Love, in fact, is very 
much like an area-grating that has oeen carelessly left open : a 
man falls into one as unwittingly as he falls into the other ; he has 
no idea that either of the two man-traps is there until he is hope- 
lessly in its depths.” 

“ I grant that a man cannot love at will ; but that which 
grieves me is the industrious manner in which you purposely avoid 
Cupid’s arrows.” 

“There you wrong me. I have gone to endless trouble trying 
to induce the winged imp to make me miserable.” 

Colin said this with the injured air of a man who considered 
himself worthy of honourable mention in the Book of Martyrs. _ 
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“ You have gone to endless trouble!” Mrs. Chalmers exclaimed. 

“ I marvel that your conscience will let you say so ! ” 

“ But that is a fact; the trouble I have put myself to is literally 

For a few seconds Colin enjoyed his mother’s pained astonish- 
ment at what seemed lo be a falsehood, and then resumed : 

“ For that which has no beginning cannot have an end, and 
thus, as the trouble referred to has neither beginning nor end, it 
is indeed endless.” 

Mrs. Chalmers looked relieved. 

“I am pleased to find that you have not yet fallen a victim to 
the sin of prevarication,” she said. . 

“ I don’t see why you should be pleased on that account, if it is 
really vour wish that I should become a lover. 

Mrs. Chalmers looked up questioningly. 

Colin explained : “If a man would be a lover he must, above 
all things, be an accomplished liar.” 

Mrs. Chalmers’ amazement almost caused her to gasp for 

breath. „ 

“ Imagine the effect that would be produced, Colin went on, 
“ if the truthful lover — assuming that such a freak exists — w r as to 
tell his ladylove that her feet, considering they were so large, didn’t 
look at all bad ; and that her eyes had rather a nice expression m 
them, though they certainly did squint a little ! The girl would 
begin to think, and not without reason, that she was being wooed by 
a lunatic ! Yes, ‘lover’ and ‘liar’ are synonymous and inseparable 
terms. And the uglier the girl the more expert the liar— that is, 
the lover— must be. In short, every lover who knows his business 
ought to be labelled * The Antipodes of Truth personified. 

Mrs. Chalmers stared open-mouthed at the upright figure on 
the hearthrug. Colin, for his part, beamed down upon her from 
the top of his six-foot frame with characteristic joyousness.- 

“ To return to the subject in question,” he said at length, “ I 
shall marry some day, I suppose, sooner or later ; but I don t see 
why you should hurry me to the sacrifice in the pitiless w r ay 

vou do.” , . 

“If I am to have the pleasure of seeing you marry — if this 
dream of mine is to be realised — the sooner the better, for I am 
getting on in years. There is much cause for hurry ; but you do 
not see it as I do, for you are young— you have your future 
before you.” 

“It I am not mistaken, people usually do have then’ futures 
before them. Indeed, a man who had his future behind him 
would be something of a curiosity.”) 

“ Colin, will you ever be serious ? ” 

“I shall, inevitably ; for, as I have already said, I shall marry* 
sooner or later.” 

Mrs. Chalmers tried to look severe, but she failed as completely 
as she had done before. WWSSI* 3 - 1 * 

“And you may possibly marry,” she said, “of your own 
accord, earlier than you imagine. The afternoon train from 
London wdll bring Miss Edna Verril to us.” 

“ And you think she will turn my head?” 

“As I have not ^een her since she was a very little girl, 1 
cannot say : but I hope she will.” 

“ How r spiteful you are! Has Miss Verril been abroad, that 
you have not seen her for so long ? ” 

“ Yes ; she returned to England only a month ago. Since her 
return she has been staying in London with her aunt, the Hon. 
Mrs. Claverton. It is at. my request that Mrs. Claverton is sending 
her niece to us.” 

“Um-m!” Colin was lighting a cigar. “When she arrives 
here,” he* said, crossing to the window, “ I shall make myself con- 
spicuously insignificant.” 

And looking back at Mrs. Chalmers with one of his irresistible 
smiles, he stepped out of the room and was soon lost to sight in the 
gardens with which Beech Dene w r as environed. 

Happy, heart- free Colin Chalmers 1 Happy— Colin would have 
said — because he was heart-free. 


Five days have elapsed since Miss Edna Verril arrived at 
Beech Dene, the pleasantly situated residence (it was on the 
borders of Warwickshire and Worcestershire) of Mrs. Chalmers and 
her bachelor son. 

In the gardens, on the sixth day of Miss Verril’s visit, a man 
and a woman walked together. 

The man was tall, well-proportioned, and much handsomer 
than the ordinary run of men. Ths woman was a vision, so far 
as beauty w 7 as concerned. In one respect, this particular vision 
excelled all others — it w r as not composed of a baseless fabric, it w 7 as 
most charmingly substantial. 

The man was serious and eager ; the woman was gay and, to 
all appearances, indifferent ; but her gaiety and indifference 
seemed to be affected, and were interspersed with frequent 
periods of evident anxiety, which she employed in narrowly 
watching her companion’s earnest countenance. As the woman’s 
mirth increased or diminished, the man’s frown deepened or faded. 
The man himself never laughed, though he occasionally forced 
himself to smile. 

For a somewhat lengthy period they wandered aimlessly about 
the gardens until, finding that it was a difficult matter to avoid 
meeting the gardeners, and at the same time keep out of the range 
of the house windows, they entered a shady alcove, the man audibly 
vowing that there would be bloodshed if anyone dared to invade 
that portion of the grounds. 
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When fchey ultimately emerged from the seclusion of the leafy 
arbour, it was evident that a satisfactory understanding had been 
arrived at, for the man’s frown had entirely disappeared. F urtlier* 
more, when the woman smiled now, the man smiled also ; and when 
the man was serious, the woman listened attentively, and with 
fitting gravity. 

As they entered the pretty dining-room together, a short time 
afterwards, Airs. Chalmers received them with a bright smile of 
welcome. Unconsciously, the elder woman’s gaze rested upon the 
girl much longer than was necessary, and there was keen curiosity 
mixed with her evident admiration of the oval face and slender 
shapely figure. The girl’s cheeks flushed, and she appeared to be 
considerably more embarrassed than the occasion warranted. 

Throughout the meal, which was interspersed with divers acts 
of clumsiness by the girl and the young man, Mrs. Chalmers 
talked with unwonted vivacity; indeed, we may say that she 
supplied the whole of the conversation herself ; for neither of the 
young people ever ventured a remark which did not immediately 
concern the weather outside or the viands on the table. Their be- 
haviour would have 
caused one to infer 
that they were perfect 
strangers and had never 
seen each other before the 
commencement of the 
meal ; their conduct, in 
fact, implied that they 
had not even been intro- 
duced to each other, and 
were not particularly 
desirous that they should 
be. 

But though Mrs. 

Chalmers was obliged to 
wear glasses when she 
wished to read, she clearly 
saw and understood the 
true state of affairs. She 
rejoiced within herself in 
no measured degree. 

Her dream, she thought, 
was about to be realised ; 
for the girl, who has thus 
far been nameless, was 
Aliss Edna V erril, and the 
m a n — w e hope the 
reader’s amazement will 
not be fatal — the man 
was Colin Chalmers ! 

Yoa, verilj*, it was Cohn 
the Bachelor ! 

Yes, Colin was a 
lover ; but, if anyone 
had told him that he was 
a liar, we fear he would 
not have appreciated the 
humour of the statement. 

* * * 

When the various 
members of the Beech 
Dene household rose from 
their slumbers on the 
following morning, and 
prepared to don the par- 
ticular robes which 
distinguished their par- 
ticular offices, they did it 
with the frantic hurry 
which was the usual 
consequence of the inevit- 
able indulgence in a few 
extra winks in bed. But 
the hasty toilets would 
have been made in still greater haste if they had known that 
a surprise — or, rather, a series of surprises — were quietly await- 
ing to be discovered, and commented upon according to their 
merits. 

These surprises were rendered all the more startling by the 
fact that the past week had been an exceptionally quiet one ; for, 
though it had been marked by the advent of Miss Verril and 
Colin’s subsequent love affair, the servants had often remarked 
that a bit of excitement was needed to liven the place up a little. 
And a bit of excitement they got. 

Coming after the stagnation of the past six days, the remark- 
able string of events which occurred on this particular day, and 
which succeeded each other at varying intervals, startled Beech 
Dene much as the unexpected reports of an automatic repeating 
gun would have startled the primitive savages. 

First of all it was found that the house had been entered some 
time during the night, and almost every portable article of value 
carried away. Consequent upon this discovery, the frenzied rush- 
ing about of the servants brought to light a state of things w hich 
almost unseated Mr3. Chalmers’ reason. 

Amongst other things which seemed unaccountably strange, it 
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was ascertained that Colin was nowhere to be found, either in the 
house or in the grounds. 

A horse was missing from the stables. 

Miss Ycrril, too, had mysteriously disappeared. 

There was excitement enough in all this to satisfy even the 
servants. The oldest of them could not remember any incident 
that had caused such consternation as now' reigned at Beech 
Dene. 

The police arrived, and commenced investigations ; but when 
they finally took their departure, the mystery — or mysteries — were 
as perplexing, if not more so, than before. With most amazing 
intelligence they agreed with Mrs. Chalmers that a robbery 
had been committed, that a horse was missing, that Colin 
had disappeared, and that Miss Verril had also vanished : but 
this, they said, was all the light they w*ere able to throw' upon 
the matter. 

There was, therefore, nothing for it but to wait patiently for 
the arrival of the detective who had been wired for. * 

In the afternoon, however, one of Airs. Chalmers’ many 

causes for anxiety was 
removed: Colin returned, 
on the missing horse. 

When asked where 
he had been, he laugh- 
ingly evaded the ques- 
tion ; but Airs. Chalmers 
afterwards learned that 
he had been to Worcester, 
and had visited a cer- 
tain jew'eller’s estab- 
lishment, with the result 
that when he turned his 
horse’s head home- 
wards he had in his 
pocket an engagement 
ring. 

When Mrs. Chalmers 
mentioned the robbery it 
w'as clear that Colin knew 
nothing of it. When he 
started out that morning, 
he said, he had certainly 
missed several things from 
his room, but he inferred 
that they had merely 
been mislaid. 

But even the burglary 
did not cause Colin to 
forget the object of his 
visit to Worcester; he 
wished to dispose of the 
precious ring that lay 
concealed in the secret 
depths of his pocket. 
Accordingly he asked 
where he might find Miss 
Verril. 

When he w’as told 
that she had disappeared, 
Airs. Chalmers thought he 
would have fallen. 

* * * 

The day was fast watn 
ing and merging into 
night. Already the dark 
shadows reared them- 
selves weirdly in the 
corners and deep recesses 
of the lofty apartment. 
Airs. Chalmers, with her 
elbow on the arm of her 
chair and her head lean- 
ing on her hand, gazed 
pensively at the flicker- 
ing fire in the grate, and glanced intermittenty towards the 
w’indow', where Colin’s gigantic form was silhouetted againse 
the patch of grey sky which was visible through the° open 
casement. 

The eerie stillness that had pervaded the room for the past half 5 
hour and the gloomy thoughts that filled the minds of Mrs. 
Chalmers and her son were simultaneously cut short by a brisk tap 
at the door, followed by the entrance of a maid with two visiting 
cards. 

Mrs. Chalmers inclined the two neat slips of pasteboard to the 
light of the fire, and read aloud : 

“ Airs. Claverton, and — and ” She paused, and an expres- 

sion of awe and wonderment crept over her face as she completed 
her broken sentence — “and Miss Edna Verril.” 

“ Then she has come back ? ” • 

As he spoke Colin turned from the window with suddenly 
acquired energy, 

“ Show' them in,” he said to the maid. “ Now,” he vigorously 
continued, his eyes sparkling with anticipation, “ we may 
possibly have this mystery cleared up. At all events, it is clear 
(Concluded on page 18.) 



" There was one thing / could buy as cheap at the seaside as / could at home,' 
" What in the world was that?" 

" Postage stamps !" 


See page 29, 
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that Miss \ erril had no hand in the burglary, as we were 
foolish enough to fear, or she would never have come back.” 

His eyes were riveted expectantly on the doorway and his left 
hand toyed feverishly with a certain ring he had in his pocket. 
After all, he jubilantly thought, his love affair was to have a 
happy ending ; that ring would be given to her for whom it had 
been intended. He snapped the fingers of his right hand with 
impatience. Would they never come ? 

Mi’s. Claverton entered at last, but Colin scarcely saw her ; 
he had eyes for no one but the girl who now stepped into the 
room. 

\\ ith outstretched arms* he rushed eagerly towards her ; but 
he suddenly checked himself, and the impassioned words of greet- 
ing died on his lips. He stood transfixed with bewilderment, and 
before he could recover himself Mrs. Chalmers had finished her 
somewhat effusive welcome of her one time school friend, and 
Mrs. Claverton had taken the pale, shrinking girl by the liand 
and drawn her out of the shadow in which she had modestly been 
standing. 

“My niece — Miss Edna Verril,” said Mrs. Claverton. 

It almost seemed as if that frail, timid creature was possessed 
of the petrifying powers of snaky- haired Medusa, for Mrs. Chalmers 
was as stupefied with astonishment as Colin had been. 

“ This — this is not the girl,” she said at last, “ whom we have 
entertained for the past week, and who came to us with a letter of 
introduction from you 1 ” 

“That is only too true," Mrs. Claverton rejoined. 

Mrs. Chalmers glanced uneiasily at Colin, whose face had 
become strangely white. 

“I am afraid there has been some terrible mistake here,” she 
said. 

“Not so much a mistake,” Mrs. Claverton replied, “as a 
deliberately perpetrated fraud.”* 

After a brief interval, she gave the following explanatory 
statement : 

“ Whilst my niece was waiting at the terminus for her train, 
on the day you expected her to arrive here, a cabman hurriedly 
entered the waiting-room and inquired for Miss Verril, to whom he 
handed a note, which purported to be from me, and which stated 
that I had been taken suddenly ill, and that I requested Miss 
\ erril s immediate return. All unsuspecting, my niece entered 
the cab which was waiting outside the station, and was quickly 
driven, not to my house, but to a low haunt in a filthy part of the 
city, were she was forcibly detained. 

“ The maid who accompanied my niece to the station, remained 
there, ostensibly to look after the luggage, but in reality for a 
purpose of her own, for when the train entered the station she 
boarded it with Miss Verril s luggage, and came on here to Beech 
Dene, where, I learn, she has successfully personated my niece for 
a j>eriod of six days, and repaid your hospitality by robbing 
you. 

“ The fraud was admirably conceived throughout. There was 
absolutely nothing to cause me to suspect that anything was 
wrong. Until my niece returned home this morning, having been 
released from the vile den in which she had been detained for six 
days, I was under the impression that she was here with you at 
Beech Dene, whereas she had never been out of London. 

“ As you have doubtless observed, the girl whom you received 
as Miss \ erril does not in the least resemble my niece ; but the 
impostor easily learned that neither you nor Colin had seen Miss 
\ erril since she was a child, and accordingly concluded that there 
would be no great risk in impersonating her. 

“ This misguided girl, I have subsequently learned, hires her- 
self out as a servant for the express purpose of aiding her con- 
federates in their nocturnal profession bv leaving a door or a 
window conveniently open, and if this last scheme of theirs, 
which has succeeded only too well, had not been proposed by one 
of her clever associates, and acted upon by the gang, my own 
house would have been plundered instead of yours. 5 ’ 

“Hold,” said Colin, choking back the lump that had risen in 
his throat. That one word cost him a terrible effort, and was 
spoken in a voice that had lost all its former gaiety of tone. 
*’ Have I heard aright?” he said, raising his now lustreless eyes 
despairingly to Mrs. CIaveiton 5 s. “The girl who came here last 
Thursday . . . she is 55 

“A professional burglar,” said Mrs. Claverton. 

The oak was riven. 

^ Colin staggered blindly to the window, and for a few painful 
minutes leaned silently against the sash. 

“ Mother.” 

His voice was strangely subdued, and the word was spoken 
with indescribable tenderness, but the poignant anguish that was 
embodied in that brief utterance went to Mrs. Chalmers 5 heart 
with a sickeningly painful effect. 

She stepped towards the motionless figure at the window and 
gently took his listless hand in her own. She endeavoured to look 
into his face, but it was turned resolutely from her. 

* ‘ My son ? ” 

“ \ our dream is ended. I shall never marry.” 

V ithout once looking back at the pitying face of the one 
woman who understood and sympathised with him, he was gone. 

It was now quite dark, but it was long ere Mrs. Chalmers 
called for lights. 
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“ There he goes again 1” remarked Dick Price to me one day 
“ the mysterious man with the paper bag.” 

I looked out of the hotel window and saw him pass. He was 
tall, clean-shaven, and of uncertain age, shabbily dressed in check 
trousers, a faded tail-coat, and a soft felt hat. Under his arm he 
carried a large brown paper bag. 

“ I’ve seen him go by for the past fortnight, 55 continued Dick, 
“ and always with the same parcel. Whatever can he be ? 55 

I confessed myself unable to answer the question ; one sees 
such a variety of strange characters at the seaside. 

One afternoon, not long after, I noticed him scanning the list 
of prices at a place of refreshment on the front, and, feeling in his 
pocket, apparently to satisfy himself he possessed sufficient to pay 
for what he should order, saw him go in. Following, out of 
curiosity, I heard him ask for a cup of tea, and was surprised to 
notice the tone in which he addressed the waitress was that of a 
gentleman. 

After he had left I asked the dainty serving-maid who he 
was. 

“A gentleman down on his luck, 55 she replied ; “ but more I 
don’t know. He’s down here every year.” 

By his manner, and everything except his clothes, it was clear 
he had once done something better than walk about the streets a 
pitiable object, with his boots down at heel, and I determined to 
find out more about him. 

The two following days he went into the shop at the same hour, 
j always, of course, accompanied with the big brown paper bag, and 
his order never exceeded a small cup of tea, On the third occasion 
the proprietor of the establishment, a kindly-hearted man, set some 
cakes before him. 

“ These are some new pastries we have in,” he remarked ; “ see 
what you think of them. We 5 re giving samples to all our 
customers. ” 

And, to complete the fiction, put similar ones in front of the 
other people who happened to bean the place. 

He ate one, and, as I watched him, I said to myself: “ The poor 
fellow is starving.” 

The next occasion of my visit I managed to get into con- 
versation with him, and after that we had long, chats together on 
a variety of topics ; for he was an educated and well-informed 
man, but never by any chance did he speak about himself. There 
was always a certain reserve in the background, which I did not. 
attempt to break through. 

The waitress’s interest only extended as far as the paper bag. 

“ What is in it?” she asked one day. “Does it contain his 
wardrobe, or are there precious jewels inside, that he should hug 
them so closely to his bosom ? 55 

At length it seems her curiosity was rewarded. One day he- 
appeared unusually flush of money, and asked the proprietor 
whether they accommodated people tor the night. He replied yes, 
and was about to tell him the usual charges when he pur{K)sely 
halved them. The result was he became a lodger for the night 
onlv, and previously to retiring to rest, so I was afterwards told, 
took a stroll along the front. The waitress went up to his room, 
ostensibly for the purpose of taking in some clean towels. In a 
minute she came bouncing down again. 

“ Eureka ! 55 she cried, “ I’ve solved the mystery. 

“ What mystery ? ” he asked. 

“Why, the paper bag, of course; he’s left it behind ! What 
do you think’s inside ? ” 

The proprietor was powerless to guess. 

“ Nuts ! ” 

“Nuts?” 

“ Yes ; ordinary Barcelona nuts ! ” 

“ What does he do with them, then ? ” 

“Why, sells them on the beach, of course ! ” replied the girL 

I was surprised at the story. I couldn’t associate this so- 
evident gentleman with catering to the wants of small boys on 
the shingle. 

But soon after, when we were sitting over a cup of tea to- 
gether, he told me his whole history. As I had thought, he was 
a gentleman, and had made the one mistake of his life when he 
had married a girl his social inferior. But he loved her dearly 
and never fora moment thought but what his father would forgive 
his imprudent marriage. As it turned out, however, the colonel 
had cut him off with the proverbial shilling, and he was left with 
a wife, with expensive habits and tastes, absolutely unable to pro- 
vide for her. 

Of course, never having been brought up to commercial 
pursuits, he found it impossible to earn a livelihood by clerking, 
so had conceived the notion of installing his wife in a cheap 
country cottage, while he tramped about from place to place along 
the coast, hawking nuts on the beach. 

Often and often he had come across some of his old college 
chums, and pulled his hat over his eyes to avoid being recognised. 
He told me his breakfast consisted of a crust of bread and a drink 
of water, and his dinner a halfpenny roll and a piece of cheese, 
while at night he slept on the beach or on one of the public seats, 
never seeing the luxury of a bed more than ohee in a month. 
Somehow or other he managed to exist, and, by dint of screwing 
and scraping, had been able to send home to his wife a couple of 
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pounds every week. I confessed my astonishment at his story, 
tout he assured me it was perfectly true. 

“And how long is it since you have seen your wife?” I 
asked. 

“ Six weeks now, heaven bless her ! In a few days I hope to 
be with her again.” 

“ But why not try and get a berth? With your influence and 
friends it oughtn’t to be a difficult matter.” 

“ I’m too proud,” he replied. “ My old father will relent some 
day, and in any case I receive a small legacy in a few years’ time. 
But of course I’ve anticipated a part of that already.” 

“ And your wife ? Isn’t she lonely ? ” 

“ Oh, no, she has plenty of friends ! Lilian was always fond of 
gaiety and life. I’m telling you this in confidence,” and he came 
closer to me. “ She doesn’t know what I’m doing for a living ; 
to her and to everyone else I’m a commercial traveller.” 

I was so impressed with his story that I could scarcely sleep 
that night for thinking about if. 

For a couple of days 1 saw nothing of “ Nuts,” as the waitress 
since her momentous discovery ever after called him. The season 
was now at its height ; the place was crammed with a fashionable 
throng, for the weather was superb ; an Italian sky reigned above, 
while the sun blazed fiercely hot overhead. Doubtless the colonel’s 
son was doing good business ; unless, however, he had gone on to 
the next town. 

I strolled into my usual cafe in the expectation of seeing him. 
There was a great run on ices that day, and the not too extensive 
premises were crammed to their utmost capacity. While this 
pressure was going on, “ Nuts ” entered, a couple of hours later 
than usual, his paper bag empty for once. 

Seeing the place full, he was about to leave ; but the waitress 
beckoned him to where I was sitting, behind a screen separating 
the shop from the kitchen, a position strictly private, but which 
had been given to me as I was scarcely looked upon as a stranger. 

He was looking brighter than I had ever seen him before, 
having, doubtless, had a good day, and was probably soon to make 
another flying visit to his wife. 

On the other side of the screen a young, fashionably -attired 
lady, with a gentleman, looking, I thought, not unlike a honey- 
moon couple, were balking rather loudly, and while “ Nuts ” was 
sipping his tea, I could distinctly hear their conversation, as he 
could also, though not seeing them. 

“ We shall be crossing the Channel to morrow, darling,” the 
man was saying. 

“How heavenly!” replied the girl I'm so longing to see 
Paris. Someone” — and she laughed — “ couldn’t take me there if 


I were to wait till Doomsday. Very likely he’s going home now. 
I wonder what he’ll say when he discovers all. ” 

The colonel’s son started and listened as though the voices were 
familiar. 

“ Don’t refer to him any more,” answered the other passionately, 
“ you’re his no longer, henceforth you are mine ! ” and I could see, 
though my friend could not, the man give her hand an affectionate 
pressure. 

The solitary man by my side rose to his feet to peer behind the 
screen, but passing his hand across his bewildered brow, sat down 
again. 

“ Oh ! I never cared for him a jot,” continued the girl, “ please 
don’t trouble yourself about that ; I didn’t marry him for love. 
Things, of course, might have been different if that stupid old 
boor, his father, hadn’t turned up rough and cast him off !” 

In another moment they had risen to go, and I heard the man 
exclaim : 

“ You’re loeking lovelier than ever to-day, Lilian !” 

At the name “ Lilian” my newly-found friend got up excitedly, 
his eyes starting out of their sockets as he looked to see who the 
speakers were. 

Giving one hasty glance he uttered a wild, unearthly cry, and 
rushing out of the shop followed their retreating figures in the 
distance. The people stared in astonishment, but they were not 
aware, as 1 was for a certainty, that the man was chasing his run- 
away wife. 

Half-an-hour later he was on the beach. A rough mob were 
howling and jeering around him, for he was telling them he was 
the anti-Christ charged with a divine message from tied to prepare 
the world for the coming of His kingdom. 

T. B. 


Lady : “ Why, did you leave your last place ? ” 

Servant Girl : “ Because the master kissed me, mum.” 

Lady : “ And you didn’t like it, eh ? ” 

Servant Girl: “Oh, I didn’t mind it, mum, but the mistress 
didn’t like it ! ” 

* * * 

Pleasures of Infirmity, 

TTf. is deaf in one ear, but he seems not to care. 

His pose is still cheerful and gay ; 

When musical neighbours embark on a tear 
He sleeps with his bad ear that way. 
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Dufpey ( who’s tyre has run down): "Look here, my man, can you tell me of any place about 
here where I can get a pump ? " 

" Wants a pump, do ’ee, mister ? Well, th’ near'st be in the village. But I say, mister, judgin' 
by th’ looks of ’ee, I should think a pint o’ ale 'd ’ ee a sight more good.’’ 

C And then the procession passed on.} 



IN 

; 


“Are you very particular at your dub ? ” 

“Oh, awfully! we haven’t even had the police in yet." 
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SKETCHY BITS 


The Dream of the Dancer. 


I- — An Interlude. 

" Faustine ! La Faustine ! ” 

mdpit 1 SfcUUS and balcony ’ Faustil ie ! Faustine ! from gallery 

orchestra 9 truck up a quick, lively tune, now thummcd 
and drummed, and whistled London over: and suddenly, in 
answer to these vociferous howls and cat-calls, there burst upon 

ge a Sl ? nd , er figure ’ % htl y a,ld e v e“ fantastically attired, 
leading up a whirling, aerial measure, a frenzied, barbaric mon-ice 
.lMnffrt mgerie diaphanous, nebulous mazes, out of which 
gleamed the supple bending shape of the dancer, a vague nucleus. 

a fJl e u'!Iin ke ' n ? g ^ f tbe , ,nusic to a wild, delirious close was 
d™™ , lettlI ]g to the enthusiasm. The coil of soaring gossamer 

drapery floated away through the wings to a renewal of sliouts and 
«nd bowlings of delight, (fradually it died down to a 
tnnm,! 1 ' nm f mu !\ hnally subsiding into a muilled hubbub of 
tongues, out of which occasionally rose the late plaudit of a 
benighted or drunken enthusiast ; and at length, amid a hush of 
new expectation, fresh numbers went up. 

The dancer continued to float till she reached the door of her 
ressing-room. There she abandoned celestial navigation, and 
having entered, slammed the door sharply behind her. 

frnntl, I J 1 n CO i rl? Ji ble i loifc ? rei ‘ outside, a youth of immaculate shirt- 
fiont, heard with despair the turning of the key in the lock. He 
lingered on a minute or two longer, once venturing a mild tail 

looks ami C l°° r V T d i at i e f gth turned away with disconsolate 
her dream dl epartctl slowl y “long the passage. That was not all 

dcsl h f!lfT^ ed closely veiled, and, summoning a boy, 

v-tihAk f bln J to had he . r carnage ; and then turned petulantly 
vnth a host of instructions to a bewildered maid. The boy 

, :', r "r , a tel ' a TT*®’ and led the way, with confederate 
lances at the maid, down to the (lavement, where the sight of an 

scowhW & f rect ,. and with hand upon the door, lent him 
scowling back along the passage “ quite chapfallen.” He caught 

fdd~d C^!’f aUltial h ° tel g,VCn to the * hu ’ With ™ 

_ u L r d ?, n W x® beU ^ing like Theseus’ minotaur in a labyrinth of 
r^] yell r; f0g * Alon ? Plccadill y the lights danced like spirits 
np/r f pass 1 ers - b y and one or two policemen halted to 
peer through the glass, startled into vague interest in the 
occupant by the unwarranted haste and temerity of the driver. 

They continued to hold their way through the maze of cabs 

of the krg^ a ttotels ?n g tewn. reW " P bef °'' e ^ ^ d00IS of °” e 
kinH h L aligl - ted . ‘icickly and entered the building, exciting no 

which ii?rT y ’ a fating a familiarity with the place 
ivh.ch made her jiassport and gave her swift passage up the 
prnoite corridor to a certain door, before which she paused. P 
, , | C l ehu > with Rosicrucian understanding, turned in his own 

length and swept importantly towards Charing Cross. 

butte m.kT ,nU ,‘f’ S , he r fcati0n tbe woman touched the electric 
°P the waU > which was instantly re,, lied to by a tall man- 

of recovN'it,inn enUlg n C i reSS ’ "1? pas ? ed a S0ar cely -discernible nad 
enter S t d bj n ° 0tler SIgn than thafc > des ired her to 

hcr^riH 16 " retired ^ and returning after a short absence, begged 
leLi cnnU s °'"? whafc exaggerated gravity to follow him. The 
drined ,ml U c ted ,’ n i° ', l lavishly -appointed apartment, densely 
2“ a " d ca rpeted, where a man reclined in a richly-fitted bed, 
whose silky coverlet drooped and trailed along the floor, with a 
half-smoked cigar between his thin Ups. He greeted her vri than 

.™Ul!f tlfe gallce ,> ran b,s fingers through his partial grey hair, 
and then gave a prolonged whistle. J 1 

“Kate Harcourt ! ” He bowed. “ La Faustine ' ” 

Ihe dancer dropped into a chair beside the bed.’ She fetched 
a long sigh and then laughed. leicnea 

“Well?” 6 

Well, Kate,” said the invalid, raising himself on his elbow 
and taking long pulls at his cigar, but without effect. “ It’s gone 
SSJ?| co,,found ifc ! Can't smoke, can’t eat, can’t even drfnkl 

ml’ 1 n PI>0S< l wns becauso y° u came in. .Most things went 
out— usually— when you came in, eh, Kate 2 ” 

insinuatimi!^ ^ “ B *»* def ^^ ulterior 

&°°d things — usually,” he pursued. 

Usually ! ” rejoined the woman, echoing the bare word. She 
removed her heavy veil disclosing the face of a remarkably hand- 

^hTfhnld remarkable f01 ' a singular morbidezza relieved by a 
splash of boldness, which came out in the voice, a type, perhaps, 
of the vulgarly handsome, even of the odalisque. 

^ h ?. Ca “ ght . th ° gle ? ra of a mirror beside her, and could not 
resist the temptation of a glance and an affectionate pat to her 
J” of . ! ,le b »ir. Then she turned sidewise on the chair and 
the bed ltLlng Wlth her gIoved fingers at the silken coverlet of 

ci.i / m , bere : Nate ! said the moribund profligate * 

at once" S ' an * >C ab * e to sa ^ tbafc lon g> so whatever it is, say it 

“ Yes, Lord Mivers,” the woman said quietly. 


Our Grand New Journal, “ THE MONSTER COMIC,” 


• ,!•* ¥ g , bt . ' tbis f ,bin ? fcr me, please,” he asked. She rose as he 
ImffSd 4 ? d v a rOU S bC tn ? matches, struck one and held it while lie 
aU ««% dep - burnt end ^ 

natio^f A -m«L Said i a S? in ’ contentedly watching the slow dissi- 
them f h k c ° ud- For some tirae silence ensued between 

i y ° ure companionable!” he said at last. “Now Kate 
what s up to bring you back to me ? ” ° ’ ' ’ 

“My daughter — I came on business. Lord Mivers.”* 

“ s amu5ement - 

ar^She made a move, encircling the back of the chair with her 

“ On business for once, Jack— yes. But my daughter, as T was 
saying. \ ou don t know her, of course, never heard of her ” 
f .‘3, compromising, is it?” he asked smihng. “ There 
the beastlj- thing has gone out again ! ” he cried with childish 
petulance, flinging the cigar across the room. 

let ennrse you knew nothing of that,” she continued. “ Well, 

“A French lady, a demoiselle — artkte ? ” he interrupted. 

She went on, “I want her to be a lady, you understand the 
| meaning of that better than I.” J * uuuerscana ttie 

“ 4 nd so to make one of her ? 1’ 

one* ,1 Ifc e SSl^ ° f t ( IliS f ° r , fcW0 y T arS now — 1 mea n to make her 
tiustees.” b qU1 regUlar ’ 1,1 have Iegal guardians and 
‘ 4 Of what ? 55 

“ Oh ! everything- that is to be hers ” 

“And what’s to be hers ? Who’s her father ?” 

i rrelevoincy '^n d vvent on-™™ ^ intended flout aU 

of *afl ^is* for^t^b yMi-s 

^i^d 8 ^e S dyin^mairto b observe a her*keenly eStIie8S ° f V ° iCC Wbich 

“ ^ have J° 11 got to give her ? ” he asked. 

“Nothing yet but a few trinkets and things ” 

V\ here is she at present ? ” 

“• Do v^thint- 1 ,H now— afc school,” she admitted after a pause, 
forget yoreonv^5ently n ?” yOU 6 bee " S “ Ch ^ her thafc sbe wiU 

thJ‘t® bed r n i 0t u k, ' 0 u me ’ excep . fc a ' isitor - a friend, and not 

her teture 'lf ?f ha I?A eea 30 f refnI t0 avoid a11 risk of spoiling 
ner lutuie. It it were known for a moment ” 

you spoke of?’” ^ interrupted ' “ But "bo’s the-the guardian 

“ Not you, that's plain ! ” 

“ Then why did you come to me ? ” 

, m k •? ' raS . Perfectly sineere this time, somehow touched by her 

fnnearedTn late Mossoming in her of maternal instincts. ' She 

fou^iTd V° nderlng - some , tb j"g «n her mind which she still 

he said ; fi lt f £xpresslon - Wlth a gravity equal to her own, 

.“J’ ou may count on a square five hundred then— a token of love 
be A dd£d ’ Wftlt,a ? f° r her to smile. But she did not. 
Come to mem the morning,” he proceeded ; “ itmay have^rown 
mushroom growth to a full. WeU, we ll say J more°about 
thatjust now. It depends on the sort of night I get. But the 

^ Leave her alone ! ” she cried angrily. 

“ Oh, well ! he said, “I certainly shall in a day or so Can’t 

can’t be °mor7 rif 3 T° U know * Three ^o/ths, he said - 

can t be more than a few days now. All the same, what’s her 

I^to^ive^ei^’ ” rapfcurous new name -you understand; the one 

“ You ? ” 

UQ1 .,“ As her— not- no, not her godfather; let’s say pecuniary 

sanit vague ancestor, planter of the lineal tree of respectability.” 

laughed. an S 7 Picking at the coverlet-then Ihe 

endovv her’?” Sbe Cri<id ’ Wi " y0U Cal1 ber - sinc c you 

“Pearl,” he said after a moment’s reflection, “ Pearl of Great 
not. C vite A? d estl , matl eg ? I>ossible forty years of existence as 

not altogether priceless, with a round thousand or so thrown in • 

not to speak of other thousands which we before observed went 

to Md P Hnwil N ° . , Th f t th ? name of that insufferable brat 
in old Havv thorne s book. How does it suit, Kate ? ” He stoimed 

her speaking with a wave of his hand. “ No ; that won’t do It’s 
an odd fancy ; call her Mysie.” 

“ Mysie it is,” she said suddenly. Oh, but. Jack that was 
somebody’s name once ! Tell me. Jack.” ck, that was 

“No, Kate,” he said ; “ dead men tell no tales. Come to me 

bye‘-tl“re"” g ’ We ’ U See “ a11 3traight - Now, good- 

face H to teewaK Ui3S “ aforetime ’ and tben turf >ed over with his 

Without a word she touched the bell, and the man in evening 
diess re-appeared, She motioned to him, and quietly withdraw*- 
mg herself and the man, closed the door behind them. 

That was her dream. 
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II. — In' the Morning. 

The manager sat at his table thoughtfully perusing the 
morning’s correspondence. From time to time he would lift his 
head wonderingly at some extra flourish of the secretary’s scra,py 
pen as it went crawling along over the paper, till, his attention 
slowly returning, he came back with a start to the letter in 
his hand. 

“ Ah, yes ! ” and he went on reading. Thus it ran : 

“1 beg to inform you that, unless I receive the £2 salary due 
to me for one week in lieu of the regular notice within three 
days ” 

“ Have you got the basket your side, Croker ? ” he said, taking 
up the next. 

“I write to know if you have come across the ring. It had 
two stones — emeralds — which were lost coming out, near the 
door, last Thursday. I have not seen it since. I was in the 
gallery. I would be glad if you would have a look round and see 
if it fell into any corners. If it is not found, a ticket for stalls 
any night next week would be taken as compensation, Tuesday or 
Thursday preferred. The stones cost over two pounds. I send 
you a stamped envelope, and await your reply.” 

“ Pass the scissors 1 ” 
said the manager 
wearily ; and he cut off 
the stamp neatly, and 
reached again for the 
basket. 

Mr. Richard Aublet 
(Dicky Aublet) began 
to perspire, even despite 
the cold, spongy fog 
that hung in clayey 
masses about the win- 
dows. He seized 
another envelope, 
looked at it, laid it by, 
and took up the next. 

The slowly - diminish- 
ing pile began to 
alarm him ; and at that 
the twelve o’clock post 
came in. 

“ Thre e ? Oh, 
thanks ! — thought you 
said thirty for the 
minute,” 

He went on reck- 
lessly ripping up the 
envelopes. All at once 
he stopped. Then, for 
a minute, he let his 
eye wander slowly 
across the room, above 
the bent shoulders of 
the secretary, in silent 
contemplation of a 
particular portrait on 
the wall, and thence 
slowly back to the 
secretary’s bald head. 

“A minute, Mr. 

Croker ! ” he said. 

“Just take down a 
letter, if you will.” The secretary’s 
search of his notebook, and 
attitude of attention. 



“ It’s — not quite — altogether correct,” jerked forth the 
secretary. 

“ Well, which part of it ? Sounds right enough. 

“ The management : on their part — should be it’s,” he explained 
mildly. 

“Thought you said it Twas wrong. See, I in right after all, 
generally am.” 

“Yes,” said the secretary, drawing his pencil through the 
word. “ It was easier than explaining, for the manager was sure 
to be right.” 

Then he began in his hesitating voice to read the letter 
aloud. 

“ Croker’s yer name, and a good name too,' said the manager. 

“ Will you sign this?” asked the secretary, after tragic efforts 
to laugh. 

The manager nodded \ then he struck out his correction, 
put back the manager’s word, and went on with his letter. 

The telephone bell began to ring spasmodically, and the 
manager went to answer it. After a minute’s silence he dropped 
the thing in disgust. 

“ See if you can hear what he says, Croker!’ he called, lunging 
out of the room. 

The secretary coughed, seized the dangling receiver, and began 
to yell frantically : 

“Hulloa! hulloo there ! Hullo!” 

“ Don t ! shouted 
the manager from the 
next room. “ Don’t 
Mr. Croker ; you’ll 
frighten him 1 ” 

“What?” roared 
Croker. 

“ You’ll frighten 
him away I ” 

“ Yes ! ” said Croker, 
subduing his voice. 
“ Who are you ? ” 

“ Don’t do it ! ” 
thundered the manager. 

“ I will ! ” answered 
the secretary, putting 
up the receiver and 
catching at the handle. 

Before he could 
make a single turn the 
bell commenced to ring 
again violently ; so he 
took down the receiver 
from the hook, and 
once more began to 


Mistress ( finding uisitor in the kitchen) ; “Who is this, Mary? 

Mary: “Please 'm, my brother." „ 

Mistress (suspic ! ously) : “ You are certainly not very 'jnaeh . fh t 

Mary: “Please 'ni, we were, mum; but he s just had his beaid shaoed off, and that 
makes him look so different 


Are you there ? ” 
came the phantom 
voice at the other 
end. 

“ Yes ! ” 

“ Hotel Palatine ! ” 
said the voice, becom- 
ing loud and official. 

“ Yes,” croaked the 
secretary. “What d’ye 
want?” 

“ Regret ” 

“Who? ” yelled 
Croker. 

“Regret to inform 
you, sir ” — the voice 
grew confused — “lord- 


long fingers wandered in 
immediately he dropped into an 


Cm ! better say, mad’moiselle, dear mad’moiselle,” began the 
manager between the puffs of his cigarette. “ The management 
exceedingly regret to learn that the slight intimation — cross out 
slight, Croker ; she was about boxing my ears over it — now ; in- 
timation received by them some time since of the intended con- 
clusion of the highly satisfactory engagement Ijetween themselves 
and La Faustine, as well as of her ultimate retirement from the 
stage, must now be considered by them as final. While regret- 
fully acknowledging this notification, however, the management 
beg to state their willingness to consider any offer of terms which 
Mad’moiselle Faustine or her agents may be pleased to submit for 
a renewal of the engagement nominally terminating on the twenty- 
first. The unparalleled and phenomenal success attending 
Mad’moiselle Faustine’s performances, may be considered a 
sufficient inducement on tneir part to accord a large considera- 
tion to any such offers which they cordially solicit, and 
There he came to a pause, blown and spent. 

“ Finish it, Croker,” he gasped, and the secretary’s pen flew on 
to the conclusion in words fit and few. He ran his eye over the 
copy. A little twinge disturbed his face, like an expression of 
pain borne silently, and he read again down to a line. 

“ Anything wrong ? ” asked the manager. “ Y ord ? ’ 

“ It ” squeaked the secretary. 

“Which?” 

With Plate Id. 


ship— Lord Mivers, sir, died here early this morning. 

“ Where? ” cried the secretary. 

“ In his rooms ! ” replied the voice at a pitch of desperation. 
“Who are ” 

“ Lord Mivers,” repeated the unseen hotel clerk. 

“ What number? ” screamed the secretary. 

“ Room number twenty-nine ; second-floor ! ” 

“ Who d’you want ?” 

“Sir George Croyle. His lordship’s valet told us to ring you 
up, sir.” 

“ Any instructions ? ” 

“ Yes ; you’re on the wrong number— ring off ! 

“ Have you finished — finished ? ” 

“ Between five and ” 

“Ring off!’' 

“Five and six this morning.” 

“ Finished ? ” 

“ You the Ringold Club, Piccadilly ?” 

“ No. Folly Theatre, Limited ! ” bellowed the secretary., 

«« Yes— yes. Smith and Archer!” came a cry out 
infinite. 


of the 


“ Sending on this morning to fix chandelier.” 
“Chandelier!” gasped Croker, with a foot at 


last on terra 


firma. 

“ Chandelier — yes ! 

What?” 

(Concluded on page .16 J. 

See page 29. 


Been long enough about it ! Good-bye ! 






f ‘ Do you get on better with your wife?’* 

“Oh, yes ; we have arranged that one of us shall always be out when the other is at home." 





"What makes you carry that purse in your hand ; aren’t you afraid of losing it?" 
"No, dear; but I might be if you increased my allowance a bit." 

(He decided not to refer to that subject again.) 
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“ Lord Mivers 55 pursued the "hotel clerk hotly. 

“ Who is it, Croker?” inquired the manager. 

“ Smith and Archer coming about the chandelier.” 

The door was pushed suddenly open, and Dabbs came in with 
a card between his fingers. 

“ Lady, sir ! ” announced Dabbs. 

“La Faustine, by gosh!” exclaimed the manager, reading: 
aloud: “Oh, yes,” he nodded. “Show her up — sharp!” and 

Dabbs departed. 

In another minute there was a rustle of skirts, and Faustine 
was in the room. 

“Well, Dick?” 

“This way,” urged the manager, with a grandiose sweep of 
his arm. 

“ Mornin’ ” blurted the secretary from his table. 

The manager closed the inner door upon them, and Croker 
began a hunt for his pen. 

The telephone started again. 

“That wretched man again ! ” groaned the secretary on his 
knees. 

He went back to the telephone and shouted into the trans- 
mitter : “ Bury him — bury him ! ” 

“ Who?” asked the manager, suddenly emerging from the 
sanctum. 

“ Man dead at the Palatine, and they don’t know what to do 
with him. Bury him ! ” he shouted back at the telephone. 

The head of the dancer appeared in the doorway. Poor 
iellow ! 

Croker was suffering from one of his bad fits this morning. 

Poor Croker ! 

“ Lord Mivers !” ejaculated Croker. 

“ Don’t know him,” said the manager. “ Shareholder ? ” 

She shrank back with her teeth pinched hard into her nether 
Up. 

‘ * Died at the hotel,” jerked forth the secretary. 

“ No loss,” said the manager ; “ nobody’ll cry By gosh ! ” 

he added. 

In the mirror over the mantel he caught the dancer’s reflection. 
Her veil was lifted, and a little lace handkerchief went up to her 
«yes. 

“Oh!” he said in a minute; “that letter you took down, 
Mr. Croker. Oh, very well ; just rip it up when you come to it. 
La Faustine will not retire after all Best stroke of business the 
Folly’s done this year ! ” 

And this is the dream of the dancer, which she dreamed three 
years and afterwards forgot. J. H. D. 


A Midnight Explosion. 

She : “My face is my fortune.” 

He: “So is mine.” 

“Let’s join fortunes.” 

They did, and the concussion woke up the whole family. 

* * * 

Another Newspaper Horror. 

Mrs. Jones (indignantly) : “ These newspapers are just simply 
not fit to read.” 

Mr. Jones : “ Another crime, I suppose?” 

Mrs. Jones: “ Yes ; here is a description of the gown I wore 
at the ball last night, that must have been written by some 
ignorant, amateur male reporter that didn’t know a dress from a 
dro.nedary ! ” 


Our Splendid J ournal For* Boys. 

Edited by CHARLES SHUREY. 


THE FIRST MONTHLY PART OF 

COMRADES, 

With a Magnificent Coloured Plate, was published 
'Monday, February 21st. Jt consists of Four Double Numbers (128 pp., 
price 3d.), bound in a Handsome Coloured Wrapper, and beautifully illus- 
trated by FRISTOX & PROUrfE. Part 1. contains the opening chapters of 

FIVE STIRRING STORIES, entitled : 

A True British Sailor Boy, For Life and Fortune, 

-Ralph Rolling-ton's Schooldays, Warwick the King Maker, 
And Timothy Twister’s Schooldays. 

The " Midland Gazette " snyn; “ We don't ktrny that we ever took up n more thoroughly 
readable magazine, or one, WE must not omit to add, with such hnmlsome illustrations.” 

The *• Weekly Timea." speaking or “ Ralph Itollingtons Schooldays.* says : "Ralph 
Jtollington the fat boy is the wow tie plume of a brilliant writer of adventurous storieB in which 
the mind of the average schoolboy revels. Ralph's Schooldays are replete with incidents dear to 
'the heart of every schoolboy. The code of honour among lads at school Is a peculiar one, and 
the niceties and peculiarities of it appear to lie thoroughly well-known to Ralph RoUlngton. Who 
•writes with all the fnii and vigour of a wcll-developed muscular young lad, high-souled and 
■bravo-hearted. Deeds of daring abound, and the ultimate triumph or virtue is properly assured. 

Thit is, without exception, the most favourable opportunity ever offered to get your 
^frie ds to subscribe to the best Boys’ Paper ever issued. New, lads, we have spared 
neither pains nor expense in securing the best writers ; aud we waut you to inform your 
friends what a splendid Boys’ Paper COMRADES is 

If each of you will in i eturn do all in is power to obtain but ONE new subscriber the 
•ale of COMRADES will far exceed One Hundred Thousand Copies. 

Rea ! the Grand *.cw Serial, " he Wen er-Steker : A St.ry of EaiUi, Air, and Sea,” 
comm need in No. 9. 

CAXTON HOUSE, GCUGH SQUARE, FLEET STREET, EC. 


@ur ©rlcjtnal prise 3ofces. 

We give PRIZES of 10s., 7s. 6d., and 2s. 6d. for the THREE 
BEST ORIGINAL JOKES sent in. 

Bur. we must impress on our readers the fact that they are only 
wasting our time and their own by forwarding old jests copied out 
of papers — foreign and .British. Unless the jokes sent are guaran- 
teed absolutely original no award will be made. 

No Jokes will be considered which are not addressed to “ Joke 
Editor,” Sketchy Bits, Caxton House, Gough Square, London, 


©itr pri 3 e 3okes. 

TnE following jokes, “Proper Place to Wear ’Em,” “Chief 
Justice had no Authority,” and “ Rat Catching,” have been 
adjudged the best sent in this week, and Postal Orders for 10s., 
7s. 6d., and 2s. fid. will be forwarded to the authors if within a 
week they are found to be original. 


Proper Place to Wear ’Em, 

Street Urchin (admiring lady cyclist in bloomers) : “Say, 
Sally, ain’t they all right, eh ? ” 

Sally : “ Yus, Dick ; I got a pair on, yer know, only I wears 
’em underneath.” — (Sent by A. W. McLaren, 8, Drapers Gardens, 
Throgmorton Avenue, London.) (10s.) 

# * * 

Chief Justice had no Authority. 

On one of the many excursions to the Isle of Man last season. 

Chief Justice O’B , Judge W , and many other dignitaries 

of the Irish Bench were participants. 

When the boat had got fairly out to sea, the waters became 

very rough, and Judge W was taken violently with sea 

sickness. As he was moaning aloud in his agony, the Chief 
J ustice, laying a soothing hand on his shoulder, said : 

“ My dear W — = — , can I do anything for you ? Just suggest 
what you wish ? ” 

“I wish,” said the sea-sick judge, “your honour would over- 
rule this motion.” — (Sent by George Henry Lee, Bagnalstown, 
Co. Carlow.) (7s. fid.) 

* * * 

Rat Catching. 

The Orderly Room Clerk filling in recruit’s attestation paper 
asks the following : 

Clerk : “ What persuasion are you, my man ? ” 

Recruit: “A farrier.” 

Clerk : “ No, no ! What religion are you ? ” 

Receiving no answer asks : 

“ What do you do on Sunday mornings, my man ? " 

Recruit ; “ Go rat catching with father.” 

Clerk puts ICO. (Roman Catholic — Rat Catching). — (Sent by 
Corporal W. Corling, Royal Engineers, Shorncliffe Camp, Kent.) 
(2s. fid.) 


The following are commended : 

Wondered Why. 

Some time ago a man entered a public-house rather hurriedly, 
and, after looking through all the bars, turned with an anxious 
face to the barman, and asked : 

“ Has a blind man just looked in here?” 

Then he wondered why the barman laughed. — (Sent by W. J. 
Arlow, 1, Warwick Street, Charing Cross.) 

* * * 

The Echo. 

Jones: “Why is London the most mysterious city in the 
wjrld? ” 

Brown : “ I’ll give it up, old chap.” 

Jones : “ Why you can stand on the Tower Bridge and shout, 
and then go to Fleet Street and buy The Echo.” — (Sent by A, 
Jarvis, 27, Church Road, Battersea.) 

ft ft ft 

Army Etiquette. 

During the recent Indian frontier war a skirmishing party 
were endeavouring to rush a fortified position, when the com- 
manding officer recalled an over-enthusiastic private with tlte 
words : 

“ I’m first, for honour’s sake ! ” 

The officer’s fate was soon settled by a shot from the fort, 
when the soldier, seeming now to be in no great hurry to ascend, 
stood aside, and shouted, to the delight of hU comrades : 

“ Are there any more gentlemen for honour’s sake? ” — (Sent by 
BT. J. Ho lge, 38, Goulden Street, Battersea.) 

* * * 

Officer (inspecting soldier’s account-book): “Is there any 
alterations in your next-of-kin, my man ?” 

Private Jones : “ Yes, sir ; I’ve a pair of trousers to go down 
yet .” — (Sent by Bombardier J. Dunk, R.A., The Barracks, Christ- 
church, Hants.) 


Our Grand New Journal, “THE MONSTER COMIC,” with Plate Jd, See page 29. 
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A GUARANTEED CURE 

For Small Busts, Involuntary Blushing, Antemia, Pimples on the Face or 
Body, Fits — Epilepsy and Hysteria, Insomnia, Headache, Bilious and 
Liver Complaints, Dyspepsia, Constipation, and all Nervous, Skin, Blood 
and Chronic Complaints, Bridgwater’s Concentrated Aromatic 
Nervine is a guaranteed cure. No matter what you have taken or who 
has fa i l e d to cure you, it not merely relieves but is an absolute cure. 

4,9 and 7,6. Sent Post Free. 


DR. BRIDGWATER, M.D., U.S.A., 

29 & 31, NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON. 

Consultations personally or by letter free. 


PIANO LEARNT IN A WEEK. 

■Ritchie’s Musical Indicator 
enables atiyono entirely 



ignorant of Music to play 
the Piano. Organ, or Ilar- 
mouium beautifully by ear. 
improvise and vamp to 
songs in all keys in one week. 
1*8. (XX) sold, every customer 
delighted. Post tree, 1/8. 
W. RITCHIE (K Dept.), 
6. Wood St.. Live-p ol. 


£ 20 :: 


TohaecoiristftConitnrnchig. Illd.Gutde 
C59 |ip ( 3d. ** llow to open Cigar 

Store." £'JO to £ 2 . 000 . Tohaceonina 
Ku-ton lPl., Ldn. il&ir- 
d refers fitted. Estimates free. 
Mgr., H Miners. 


FOR 


ADVERTISING 

APPLY TO 


RATES 


Cordon & Cotch, St. Bride St lf E.C. 


A SOLID SILVER'!®' 

WATCH <L, ? 0 r.; ,ce 


GIVEN AWAY 


to every person who carries out the conditions mentioned 
in our Catalogue of further wonderful bargains, for which 
you must send. In sending for it enclose 1/6 (nominal 
price) for one of our handsome Black Star Diamond 
18-ct- Gold-rased Half-Hoop Rings equal in appear- 
ance to one costing £5 5s. At same time state whether 
you require Lady’s or Gents Watch. This is NO 

SWINDLE, nnd I am not an AMATEUR Watchmaker 
hut an experienced Watch Manufacturer ami Diamond 
Merchant. Send at once. You will he delighted. If not. 
money will tie returned. The Watch is warranted for 
ft years, and is sent post free on your complying with our 
conditions. 


rJjJi 

Send at once, onclosing P.O.0. 1/6 furring and offer of 
watch. Send string size of finger, Address : — 

Mfl 

W. W. WADE, T 


GOLD EXCHANCE, HAMMERSMITH, g p „ cl „„ ,.,-t 

LONDON, W. " atch •‘‘JjSfJg ‘ ttm 


WRINKLES. 

entirely eradicated, and the complexion rejuve- 
nated and imule lovely Particulars free for 
stamped ndilresse-l envelope. Address, in confi- 
dence. Mr* W. H. MOORE, 1, Borough Road, 
London, S.E. 


BLUSHING 

manently cured in a few days by a very simple, 
harmless, and permanent remedy. Full particular* 
sent, post free, to all who send two sunups and 
statnix-d addressed envelope Addrcs.- Mrs. F. 
BEEL'll, 129, County Terrace Street, London, S.E. 




MACKENZIE’S: 

BUTTER-SCOTCH 


Manufactured by 

MACKENZIE & CO., 

Wellclose Square, E.C. 


Manufactured by 

MACKENZIE & CO., 

Wellclose Square, E.C. 


Obtainable from all Confectioners, Grocers, and Stores, 


Ask for MACKENZIE’S and have no other. 


Price 1/6, or post free, securely packed, 1/9. Direct from 

THE IR^ISTUM Co., 145, Stockwell f^d., London, S.W. 


PREPARA 


WHICH IS PERFECT 


HARMLESS, 


AND ITS 


OCCASIONAL USE 


WILL ENSURE 


A MASS OF THICK 


CURLS 


IN ALL WEATHER. 


STITCH! STITCH! STITCH! 
jj POVERTY, HUNCER, # DIRT ! 

TOM HOOD. 

A more pathetic theme, surely, poet rarely found than that 
which gave rise to Tom Hood’s beautiful poem — the “ Song of the 
Shirt.” If you have never read it, do so ; it will give you some 
idea, even in these enlightened times, of how the poor live. Poverty, 
Hunger, and Dirt must, we suppose, always be, to a certain extent, 
in our midst. Still, you can do something to lighten the burdens 
of the dressmaker by letting her know that for £4- 4s. (less a 
liberal discount for cash) she can have one of the finest sewing 
machines to be bought. Every part is thoroughly well-finished 
and guaranteed to work as well in every respect as machines costing 
double the price. If you are thinking of buying a machine, kindly 
write us for particulars. You need not purchase unless satisfied.. 
Mention th in paper. 

THE DOMEVT C SEWING MACHINE COMPANY, 

ST. BRIDE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Irish Cambric 
Pocket 

Handkerchiefs 

.Ladies’ size, 2/3; 
Hemstitched 2 11 
per doz. Gent’s 
size, .3.6: Hem- 

stitched, 4 11 per doz. ; also finer qunlities. Monogjams and initials ireautifully 
embroidered at a trifling cost. Irish Linen Collars, four-fold, all pnro 
linen, 4 1 1 per doz. Made specinl to pattern, 6 0 nor doz. White Shirts, all 
linen fittings, 3/ 6, 4/9, 5, y, and C/9 each. Irish Damask Table Cloths, 2 
yards square, 2 11 each : 2 yards by 21 yards, 5 8 each. Dinner Napkins, 
5 6 per doz. Nursery Diaper, all pure flax, 4id. per raid Irish Linen 
Sheetings, fully bleached, 2 yards wide, 1 11 per yard. Strong Muck 
Towels, 4 6 per doz. Irish Tweeds, all pure wool. 

Samples anrl Price Lists Free 



Parcels ouer 20s. 
Carriage Paid. 

C.R. HUTTON & CO. 
Larne, Ireland. 



SKUSE’S HERBAL TABLETS. 


At Court and Cottage for 20 Years Skuse’s Herbal Tablets Have been Welcome . 

Familiar to Princes, Public Speakers, Singers, and Celebrities all over the Globe. 


RECOMMENDED BY PHYSICIANS. 

Used in our Hospitals and similar Institutions everywhere. 

Prepared from the Finest ANISEED, HOREHOUND, COLTSFOOT, CASSIA, PEPPERMINT, Etc. 

They are positively unequalled as a Choice, Piquant, and Yaluable Confection. CANISTERS 3d. EACH. THREE POST FREE. Is... 



SPECIAL NOTICE. 


GFAND NEW eOJVIJ G JOUFF/Ui. 

On WEDNESDAY LAST, MARCH 9th, was published No. 1 of the 

MONSTER COMIC, 

Price ONE HALFPENNY. 


“ LoVe's Spring-Tirne. 

No. 2 NEXT WEDNESDAY, MARCH 16th. 


With Splendid Presentation 
Plate, entitled — 




OK 


IDonster Comic 

is the 
Grandest 
halfpenny- 
worth 

€uer Published. 

Profusely 

Illustrated. 

?ull of 

Stories 

and 

Jokes. 
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Order Do. 2 for 

NEXT 

WEDNESDAY 

MARCH 16, 

at all 

Booksellers 

and 

newsagents. 
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A FEW COPIES OF 


THE * MONSTER * COMIC, 

WITH SPLENDID PLATE, 

ONE HALFPENNY THE TWO, Still on Sale. 




11, GOUGH SQUARE, FLEET ST., LONDON, E.C. 
Order Number 2 Everywhere Early. 
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Fashions of the Day. 


J < v u*ite forgot, when writing my article 
last week, that I had promised to describe 
the illustrations of the week before. This 
omission, judging by the many inquiries I 



No. 70. 

have received, has caused many of my 
readers trouble and disappointment. In 
No. 140, Fig. fi-t represents a smart bodice 
in fine cloth, in a rather bright shade of 
green, with a yoke of cloth the colour of 
chamois leather, handsomely braided with 
black : seven fine tucks down each side 
of the front are narrower at the waist, 
widening again on the basque. 411 the 
edges are finished with flat silk braid and 
twisted Russia : the cuffs and collar are 
turned out with black velvet to match the 
waistband. 

Fig. Go illustrates a charming bodice, 
between an Eton and zouave, ornamented 
with a bold pattern in velvet, outlined with 
fine tinsel cord, and edged with narrow 
fur. The bodice and skirt are made in 
dark cigar-brown facecloth, and the under- 
bodice in velvet to match. The sash is 
green ribbon, twisted twice round the 
waist, and tied with short bows and long 
ends at the side, as I explained to you 
lately. 

The third sketch is a little coat bodice 
in purple zibeline cloth ; the revers and 
cults are in [Kile blue, braided in purple 
braid, opening over a full vest of soft blue 
silk ; and a knot of la«*e on either side 
softens the plain collar-band. 

Now I must refer you to this week’s 
designs— Figs. 70, 71, and 72. In the first 
you have the very latest idea for a smart 
spring wrap, combining jacket and cape. 
The bodice part is pouched into a velvet 
waistband showing the front, which is 
fulled into the wide yoke. The cape forms 
a watteau pleat at the back, aud the yoke 
forms epaulettes over the shoulders. This 
should be in a lighter shade of cloth than 
the garment itself, and covered with black 
guiptire. 

Then you have the latest “ resurrection” 
in the shape of a directoire. When the 


By a French Modiste. 

princess style becime so popular tli 9 former 
was inevitable ; the lines are equally grace- 
ful, and there is far greater scope for 
variation. This one was made in fine blue 
serge, handsomely trimmed ' with black 
velvet and braid in two different widths. 
The fulness at the back falls in large flutes 
from a few* inches below the w'aist, or some 
prefer it in two Large box-pleats, but this 
makes it resemble a long coat. The pretty 
hat is in black velvet, the crown draped 
with pale blue silk, and a black osprev 
and bird. 

Speaking of hats, I feel sure my readers 
w ill appreciate Fig. 72. A toque of black 
satin straw, with a fluted brim, has pale pink 
roses in between. At the left side a large 
•bow* of pale green ribbon and two wings of 
cream lace. Any young lady with a taste 
for millinery coidd easily copy this charm- 
ing model at a small cost. 

Another hat, to be w r orn well tilted over 
the eyes, was in coarse brown straw, with a 
wide brim and rather low crown ; a very 
wide bow of pale green ribbon, with a shot 
effect, w r as fastened in front with a paste 
ornament ; the top of the crown was 
covered with leaves of the violet, and sprays 
of these blossoms and foliage stood high 
at the back, where the brim w*as turned up 
with a cache- peigne of pale pink roses. 
This combination sounds very startling, 



can assure you the effect was 


but I 
lovely. 

Ostrich feathers remain much in evidence 
on the latest millinery, especially on toques 



No. 72. 

or round the brims of large hats ; but 
flowers of every description will be worn, 
and will often form the only trimming. 

Bright red hats are still fashionable, and 
frequently enliven a sombre costume. One 
in bright poppy-red satin straw had a very 
full ruche of ere pe-de- chine, in the same 
tint, round the crown, and three large 
black tips fastened on the left side with°a 
large jet ornament. This was to be w orn 
well tilted over the face by a high jet comb 
serying as caehe-peigne. 

Evening dresses, particularly those for 
young ladies, have skirts formed of several 
layers of gauzy material placed one over 
the other, beginning with a petticoat of 
thin silk, and having the outside one 
jewelled or spangled. Tulle is much worn 
by debutantes this season, and is always 
made in this way, sometimes w*ith the outer 
skirt looped up on one side with a bunch of 
flowers. 


W E have had so many inquiries for the 
patterns of the garments illustrated in 
this paper that w r e have made arrange- 
ments to supply flat paper patterns of any* 
of our designs at the folio w*iug reasonable 
rates, upon receipt of P.O. : Bodice, 
blouse, or jacket, fi*d. ; skirt or petticoat, 
fi-id. ; sleeve, 4d. ; skirt and bodice,, 
dressing or tea gown, or ulster, Is. 

These patterns are cut for a 25-inch 
waist and 38 bust. We also undertake to 
cut patterns to measure from 2s. 6d., or 
entire costume, 3s. 6d. Measurement 
forma can be had on application to th^ 
ollice. 

All applications for paper patterns, en- 
closing P.O.’s or stamps, should be ad- 
dressed to “ Sketchy Bits,” Caxto* 
House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, andi 
the en velope marked “ Pattern Depart- 
ment in the left hand corner. 


No. 71. 


Our Grand New Journal, “THE MONSTER COMIC, 1 ' with 


*** All the Photo blocks appearing in* 
Sketchy Bits are produced by the Press 
E telling Co., 8 and 9, Plough Court* 
Fetter Lane, E.C. 


Plate id. 


See pag-e 29. 
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FAT PEOPLE 


Can to© CURED toy taking 

TRIUNE TABLETS 

(REGD.), 

For a few weeks. They are sent privately, will safely 
REDUCE WEIGHT and CURE CORPULENCY (Abdominal 
or General) PERMANENTLY. They are small, agree- 
able, harmless, and never fail to improve both HEALTH 
and FIGURE without change of Diet. 

An tnglish Countess writes:—" Your Trilene Tablets act admirably” 

Send 2/B to N. WELLS, Manager, THE TRILENE ASSOCIATION, 
66, Finsbury Pavement, London. 

An interesting Book on Obesity is sent with every Box. 
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“87, Alexandra Road, Norwich, 19th October, 1896. 

“ Gentlemen— In reference to Trilene Tablets I may 
nay that my wife found the greatest possible benefit from 
the use of them; their action was rapid, and exceeded 
onr utmost expectations, as they were also most bene- 
ficial to the respiratory organs. My wife wits many years 
growing so stout, but. although t he disease was, I con- 
sider. chronic, the tablets soon reduced the same 
completely. 

“ You have our united thanks, and if I can do anything 
to promote your interests I will freely use my utmost 
endeavours to do so. 

“ Yours faithfully, J. R. Can ham.” 

“3, Castle Road, Deal. 

•• Mrs. J. Peahson is glad to say she is much thinner.” 

Convalescent Home, New Brighton, Cheshire. 

Miss s. J. Pritchard says: “They have done me 
-good, I am 21 lbs. lighter already.” 

A. D. Billings, Bell Inn. Aldershot, writes:— “Have 
derived great benefit already. Less in size and weight, 
and breathing greatly improved.” 

25, Windsor Terrace, Penarth. Cardiff. 

Miss M. Flavell savs:— “I have lost 2 stone, and am 
much better in health. 

Extract from limy and Suffolk Times, June 15th, 1894: 

“ Miss Atherton sings and dances as piquantly as ever, 
and is a marvel of agility considering how much (leshshe 
has pul on of late. Her friends should Induce her to 
take a course of Trilene Tablets, about which I hear 
wonderful things. One portly acquaintance' of my own, 
by merely a few weeks' use of those little Tablets, lias 
reduced his bulk perceptibly. I am assured the Tablets 
arc harmless and tasteless, and that the Trilene Com- 
pany in Finsbury Pavement, London, are doing an 
enormous and ever-increasing trade.” 

M. Gillespie. 50, Chancer Road, Forest Gate, Essex, 
cays : “ I have lost just 3 stone.” 

Mrs. F. Harper, 61, Portland Crescent, Leeds, writes : 
— u My doetor persuaded me to try a box. and 1 tind they 
have done my breathing a lot of good and I can get 
about much better. My doctor did not wish his name 
mentioned, but they have done him good personally.” 

Mrs. Fletcher, 7, Elm Grove, Higher Tran mere, 
-Cheshire, says: — “I am quite satisfactorily reduced. 
Please send my friend a box to enclosed address.” 

The Holy's Pirtorial, 27th March, 1897, says:— “ Perhaps 
no one suffers more in a mild way than does a stout- 
person. Difficulty of moving about, ditlleulty of breath- 
ing, and also a general want of tone in the system, is 
what these sufferers have almost always to endure. In 
endeavouring to reduce weight by unavailing menus 
such Jig rigorous dietary and inking harmful medicines, 
they suffer untold agonies, more often than not quite 
Ineffectual. A great, deal of worry and mental anx.ety 
may he saved by sending direct to the Trilene Company 
for a 2s. 6d. box of their Tablets. Three of these taken 
three times a day shortly before meals will gradually and 
effectually reduce the weight without any harm to the 
general health. The Tablets are small and pleasant to 
the taste.” 

A. Brown, of 25, Edwin Street, High Pall ion, Sunder- 
land. says:— “ You have no idea what, a most wonderful 
effect I he Tablets had. I am a great deal thinner, and 
better in health.” 

Nurse CBOUCmttt, at Mrs. Bennett’s, 14. Bucklclgh 
Road Sfcreatham, says:— “I lost 9 lbs. from the box I 
took.” 

E. Gillespie. of Crossfield House, Stainland. Halifax, 
writes:— “The Tablets are lessening iny size very much, 
and my two sisters who are also going in lor your treat- 
ment arc equally satisfied.” 

M. A. Thorold, of Toft Lodge, Bourne. Lincolnshire, 
says “ I find myself 11 lbs. less in weight, and I can 
lace my own hoots now, which 1 could not do before.” 

the Woman at ITome for July. 1896, says:— “It is 
noticeable how many ladies of the leisured class show a 
-tendency t.. put on llcsh. A slim girlish figure is ail 
-ornament to even a plain face, ami is cardfnlly cultivated 
toy anyone so fortunate as to possess it. A tendency to 


SAMPLES OF TESTIMONIALS. 

corpulency is nothing more or less than a death-blow to 
elegance. A most successful remedy has been introduced 
however by the Trilene Company, of 66, Finsbury Pave- 
ment. Their Trilene Tablets form a safe and efficient 
cure, as is clearly shown by the number of testimonials 
received by the inventor, and will be a boon indeed to 
full-blown loveliness, when the possibility of graceful 
outlines thickening and waist measurements having to 
be increased first bursts upon the owners horrified 
niintl." 

Windsor Hotel, Merthyr Vale, South Wales. 

Mr. J. Thomas writes: — “When I started the Tablets I 
weighed 17 j stone, and have got down to 14 stone 9 lbs.” 

West Cornforth, Ferryhill. 

Mr. Wm. Usher says:— “A sister of mine, who was 17 
stone, was greatly reduced by your Tablets to 15 stone. 

Aspern, 29, King’s Hall Road, Beckenham. 

Miss S. Woodhouse writes:— “I have much pleasure 
in stating that :vour Tablets are really a safe cure for 
stoutness'; they have cured me, and I am a perfect 
figure now.” 

Mrs. Gibbon, of Radford Cottage, Bitternc, says :— “T 
have derived grout benefit from your Tablets, especially 
abdominal." 

Extract from The Lady. September 3rd, 1896:— “Many 
stout persons have suffered untold agonies in unavailing 
efforts to reduce their hulk, either by means of severe 
dieting, or I y taking more or less deleterious drugs; hut 
all those pains would have been saved if they had only 
invested in a box of the wonderful Trilene Tablets, 
which arc quite harmless, containing neither mercury, 
arsenic, nor any other mineral poison, and which are an 
unfailing cure for obesit y. The Tal lets are sold in boxes 
at 2/6, and are obtainable from the Trilene Company, 
66, Finsbury Pavement, E.C.” 

Father T. M. Byrne, of Holy Cross Abbey, Sligo, 
writes :- “ When I. began your Tablets I was 12 stone 
5 lbs. : I now scale at 10 stone 11 lbs. — my case too is here- 
ditary.’’ 

L. Ltjddrington, “Sunnyside,” Station Road, Skleup, 
says : “ I have benefited greatly, and have lost a stone. 

Mr. McLeod, 44, Calside, Paisley, writes:— “I have 
been cured. If you want to know my weight now, it is 
10 stone; reduced 1 stone 8 lbs., and I am quite content.” 

A. M. Pratt, of Ongar House. Ongar, says:— “My 
weight is so much reduced it is unnecessary to take 
more. The reduct ion of weight was from 12 stone 6 lbs. 
to 10 stone 4 lbs.” 

The Enahshu mnan of Xmas, 1896, says : “ There is no longer 
any need for ladies to suffer the many admitted evils of 
stoutness, for the Trilene Tablets ore now well known to 
be an effectual cure. The Trilene Company, of Finsbury 
Pavement , seem to be doing a good work, and they are 
glad to furnish all needful particulars. While a good 
mauv have hitherto needlessly despaired of ever regain- 
ing an elegant figure, they could with the aid of Tnleno 
have certainly accomplished this.” 

Miss A. Atkins. 329, Southdown Road, Liverpool, 
writes : — “ I lost nearly a stone front taking one box. 

Miss E. Arnold, of Collingwood House, Camberley, 
Surrey. says:— “Having weighed 14 stone, your Tablets 
have reduced me to 12 stone. ’ 

Mrs. Franklin, 47, Byne Road, Sydenham, says:— “So 
far I am delighted with them.” 

Mrs. Hall. 6, Gregory’s Row, Low Gates, Staveley, 
says:— “ I found great benefit from your Tablets,” 

Mrs. Whitehousk, of Poplar Avenue, Edgbaston, 
writes:— “My husband is in splendid health, and has 
lost 15 lbs. in weight since taking the Tablets: I am sure 
I thank you on his account.” 

J. Smith, HO, Edge Lane, Liverpool : “ I do not want 
any more Tablets, as they have greatly reduced my 
weight.” 

“ Miss J. GUISE, 3, North End. Croydon, says “ I can- 
not speak too highlv of the Tablets— I was stout all my 
life until a few weeks ago, when I first began your treat- 
ment. I was surpriseuto find they acted so admirably. 
I am now getting 
better in health.” 
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Mrs. Hook, of Llanover Road, Wemley, Middlesex, 
writes:—” 1 do not see auv reason why I should not give 
these Tablets their dun. 1 not only found them to much 
reduce the flesh, hut my rheumatic pains were greatly 
diminished after taking t hem one week." 

The Happy Home , September 19th, 1896. says : — “ Few 
people suffer more acutely than those- affimteil with 
obesity, and few receive less sympathy. Wit li many such 
people, change of diet, of climate, or indeed anything 
they can do, makes not the slightest difference: they still 
continue to put, on flesh. Bui their ease is not hopeless, 
as they will roalise with Joy if they try the Trilene Tab- 
lets. They can ho obtained from The Trilene Company, 
66, Finsbury Pavement, London. While not in any way 
affecting the general health, t hese Tablets have a most 
marked effect in reducing the flgure to healthy ami 
comfortablu proportions." 

Balgow r an Lodge, Methven,N.B. 

Miss McPileksox writes : 1 have taken a box, and 
am reduced 1 stone in weight.” 

Miss M. Hawkes, of “Stoneleigh," Abermarle Road, 
Beckenham, considers herself quite cured after having 
taken the Tablets for five weeks— she has lost 1 stone 
4 lbs. in weight. 


Col-Sergt. Whittle, of East Lancashire Regt.. Burn- 
ley, Lancs, says “A man in our regiment in 1891 lost 
several stone from Liking your Tablets.” 


Mr. Butler, Surgeon, of Hampton Manor. Evesham, 
says:— “My patient has lost 1 stone in weight whilst 
taking your Tablets.” 

The Family Hovelint, March 30th, 1895, says:— “A great 
many women w ho are plump by nature worry about the 
excess of adipose tissue, which indeed is often a great 
drawback to personal beauty. However, there is a per- 
fectly safe and simple remedy in the Trilene Tablets, 
which are not only innocuous, but absolutely beneficial 
to the general health, and speedily produce the desired 
effect.” 

Miss Humphreys, of Claremount Buildings, Shrews- 
bury, has lost 1 stone in w’eight already, and thinks the 
Tablets deserve every success. 

Mrs. O’CONNOR, 2, Kensington Square Mansions, 
London, writes:— I am much less stout for taking 
them." 

E. West, 19, Easthonme Road, South Tottenham, 
London, says:— “I am quite satisfied, and am much 
thinner.” 

Miss M. Grieve, De Quineey Cottage, Polton, Scot- 
land, says:— “T have found great benefit from your 
Tablets, and can now get a' out with ease. My friend 
said 1 would soon not be able to see for my stoutness." 

E. Hayes, of Elmgrove, Walton-on-Thnmcs. says:— “I 
have lost 13 lbs. since taking the tablets, and I can w alk 
easily, which I could not do before. I wish I had them 
before instead of paying my doctor for which he did me 
no good.” 

Mrs. Weaver, of Grecnpits Villa, Station Road, Ross, 
Hereford, says :— “Have been reduced from 13st. to 1 isl- 
and you may use this statement. 1 can recommend 
them.” 

Princess Liechtenstein of Landsberg, Austria, 
writes :— “ Pray send me your Tablets directly.” 

Lady Constance Conrad writes from Wiesbaden:— “I 
am highly pleased with your Tablets.” 

Countess Furstenberg writes The Tablets act 
speedily aud well." 

Jhansi, India, September 14th, 1897. 
Surgeon-Goneral R. S. Brander. M.D., writes: — “As 
far as my experience goes, your Tat dels form an excellent 
preparation for reducing weigiit.” 

77. Hindhill Street. TIcywood, Lancs, Feb. 5th, i 

“ Gentlemen— Your Tablets are wonderful. I have 
nearly finished the box and am 21 lbs. lighter. TIkj 
change is so great that several friends nave begun 
the treatment, which not only lessens weight but 
strengthens weak rheumatic joints— such has been 
my case.” 

(Miss) M. A. Ueywood. 


The Trilene Association, 66, Finsbury Pavement, London, E.C. 

Advei tising ^Managers, GORDON k GOTCli, 15, St. Bride Street, London, to whom all applications should be addressed. 
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I SPECIALLY to those who require an absolutely 
certain and speedy remedy for all Female Com- 
plaints, from whatever cause arising — a remedy which 
in thousands of cases has afforded complete relief, 
generally in a few hours. No case is hopeless. Mrs. W. 
writes : — “By adopting your treatment my anxiety and 
misery was over within twenty-four hours, although for 
three months I had been daily taking pills and other 
things in vain. ITalf the quantity you sent me proved 
effective.” Full particulars will be forwarded to auy 
lady on receipt of addressed envelope. I he medicine 
is not expensive, as one bottle at 4s. 6d. is generally 
sufficient for any case. (By Post. 4s. 9d.) 
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A sworn guarantee accompanies all medicine and 
testimonials. Write at once to 




MRS. B. S. ALLEN, 

145, Stockwell Road, London, S.W. 
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HALF-GUINEA 


COSTUMES 

Highest Known Value for Money 


These Costumes are nil supplied In two good dnmliln 
cloths — (1) J )HN NOBLE CHEVIOT SEKGE iuid 
rj' JOHN NOBLE COSTUME COATING— the 
first a weighty, weather-resisting fa brie, the latter 
smooth- surfaced and medium weight. 


PATTERNS 

SENT POST FREE, 


Together with the New 
Illustrated Catalogues 
of Ladies' & Children s 
fashions to aU who 
name *' Sketchy nits " 
when writing, and need 
not be returned. 
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COLOURS Of all Cos- 
tumes — Bluek. Navy, 
Brown, Myrtle. Ruby, 
Sage Green, Klee trie. 
Fawn. Purple atul Urey. 
THE TKRKE SIZES IN 
STOCK are 3V, 3S 
ins. round bust (tmder 
arms). Skirts being 38. 
io. ins. long in front. 
Any other size can Ik- 
made to measure. 1 ti 
i-xii.i. M o r i: xiS'i 
Ultl'Kiio executed 111 l*-* 
hours. 


THE ANNUAL SALE 


of Linens, I-'o-e cur- 
tains, Dress & Drapery 
Goods now proceeding 
at Brook Street Mills. 
Hundreds of real bar- 
gains. lllustrnt»-d Cata- 
logues sent free. 
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The .John Noble 

KNOCKABOUT 
FROCK 

Marie in stn-ng 
serge, with saddle 
top. full sleeves 
and pocket. 

Sizes and Prices : 

i e o* n” c * m I With well rut ami finished bodice. trimmed 
1 b i b J ' - ‘1 i.tncy stitehinga I Kc 'Sse. Full wido tallorakirt. 

. u :;i* PJ in«M prin- complete, -f C Safely packed and 
3 6 4 - 4 6 5 - t:a 1 ‘unlmro paid. ! ^ Ihl. extra. Skirt 
Carrf 4d. extra . 


MODEL 894. 

THE NEW GORDON " COSTUME. 
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paid. B ^ Oil. extra. Skirt 
alone 5 6. Carriage 5d . 


ranker. -LON DON & MIDLAND BANK, Ltd- 

Please Mention “ SKETCHY BITS’* when Ordering;, 
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JOHN NOBLE, MANCHESTER. 
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MATRIMONIAL BALDNESS 




jk “Mr. H. Thurber Rich 




“ Mr. H. Thurber Richardson is a free 
American citizen who has little or no hair on 
his head. He is involved, the New York 
papers tell us, iu a divorce suit, a side issue of 
which is whether his baldness is the outcome 
of matrimony. He is the respondent in the 
case, and part of his defence consists in the 
production of two photographs, one before 
matrimony with long flowing hair, the other 
after some years of married life, without any 
hair whatever. He says his wife pulled his 
hair all out. She replies that it fell out. and 
that she wasn’t even there when the baldness 
occurred. The case will come up for trial. 

An interesting feature of the matter is 
that pince Mr. Richardson’s claim was filed he 
has been much annoyed by representatives of 
baldness cures, who oifer to make a contract 
with him to restore his hair to the condition 
it was in before his marriage. 

‘We make a speciality of married men/ 
said one agent who called at his office. ‘ Our 
lotion will produce hair upon the summit of 
the most confirmed married man in New 
Y"ork. When a man moults his hair on 
a count of matrimony it is much easier to cure 
him than if the baldness is due to disease, 
because even tlie most grasping wife usually 
leaves some of the hair roots, and with proper 
cultivation they may be made to sprout 
again/ ” — Daily Telegraph , Feb. 2, 1898. 
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It is not our business to endeavour to peep behind the scenes and harrow the feeling’s oi 
our readers with a description of this domestic quarrel. That the results were awful is clear, and 
we only hope that the unfortumte Plaintiff will succeed in obtaining a for a v ’ n 

he only knew of JUNIS, a splendid preparation for the hair which is sold by the BARCLAY CO., 
St. Bride Street, London, there would be an end to his sorrows. JUNIS is the finest thing in the 
world for this sort of thing, and its efficacy and cheapness are well known. 
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